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RICH AND POOR. 



The rery difibrent aenaatioiiB which erery person most experience 
while reading this opera, and while seeing it performed, furnish one 
more striking proof of the actor^s power to refute the old adage by 
producing something from nothing, and to impart animation and in- 
terest to scenes, in themselves devoid of both. He who sits coolly at 
home to peruse the pieee, and exercise his judgment upon its value, 
meets with little to remind him that it proceeded from the pen of a 
richlyrgifted individual, one of our finest romance-writers. Perceiving 
that die characters are but paltry copies of brilliant originals, that the 
language is weak, the incidents stolen, and the plot destitute of inge- 
nuity, he feels inclined to doubt whether it can ever have contributed 
to the gratification of an audience ; but he who has once been present 
at Its performance, even if the effect of the ooonc portions has escaped 
his recotteetion, cannot possibly have forgotten the vivid impression 
which the concluding scene of pathos invariably produces* We never 
witnessed more intense interest or more powerful emotion awakened 
by any picture of misery in the higher walks of the Drama, than we 
have seen called forth by this simple picture of domestic distress : jet 
read it» and how perfectly frigid, common-place a piece of business the 
whole mlliur seems to be. The truth is, paradoxical as, the assertion 
may •ft>ear, that the players often produce the finest effect when they 
have the scantiest materials to work with, and erect some of their 
most masterly structures upon the least solid and substantial founda- 
tions. We scarcely need pause to enumerate proo& of this. 

** Rich and Poor" was written ere the author had attained his six- 
teenth year, and the recollection of this circumstance mi^ serve to 
dimmish our surprise at the glaring plagiarisms it displays, which 
committed by a practised author would be regarded with sterner sen- 
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Mtdoos than when regarded as the work of a raw mipractised lacf. 
Lewis, we suppose, had been so fascinated with <<The School for 
Scandal," that he transferred — half unconsciously, perhaps— «on»e of 
its most prominent features to his own production ; but, to imitate its 
brilliant wit and satire surpassed his capacity. Hence the saroasms 
and raillery of his facetious characters often degenerate into down- 
right abuse. Sheridan's scandalous coterie inflict their wounds with a 
keen and polished razor : those of Lewis lacerate one another with 
the coarse teeth of a rusty saw. The language, moreover, is not finee 
firom Tulgarisms ; and frequently when the author stumbles upon a 
good idea, he totally mars its effect by his clumsy or tawdry mode of 
expressing it 

If his characters, however, are open to the charge of plagiarism, 
his incidents are doubly so, for there is not one that can justly be called 
his own. In his Preface he slightly admits hb obligations to the 
Novels of *< Sidney Biddulph" and *' Cecilia," but he might have ex' 
tended the avowal to every incident in the piece. The subject is not 
of sufficient importance to warrant our swelling this preface with a 
list of his thefts, but we cannot pass over unnoticed that palpable one 
in the first act, — the expedient resorted to by Modish to rid himself of 
hU importunate creditors. The idea we believe may be traced to one 
of Moliere's productions, and perhaps occurs in hal^aHBCore dramaa. 
beside, but when this pieee was first performed, a pre^dy similiur in- 
cident had so recently been made use of by O'Keefe in one of his most 
successful fiirces, ('' The Farmer") that Lewis must absolutely have 
thought the town destitute of all sense and recollection, if he imagined 
that his roguery would escape undetected. It must, however^ be ad- 
mitted that- when he does pilfer an incident, he steals with some taste : 
the scene just noticed has a highly comic effect, and the equivo^ie be- 
tween Riuers and MUa Ckatterall is delightfttUy droll. The closing^ 
interview of the father and daughter is clumsily brought about, b«t we 
are content to overlook all improbabiKties, in consideration of the 
stage-effect it produces. Lewis has been accused of stealing this por- 
tion of his plot from Miss Lee*s ** Chapter of Acddents," but let him 
not be made answerable for more literary larcenies, than he was reallfr 
guilty of. There is- no foundation whatever for the charge. 'TIS true 
that, ill both plays, seduction forms the groundwork of the story, but 
the circumstances of the cases, and the consequences resulting from 




them, hare too little in common to warrant the slightest suspicion 
that Lewis was in any way indebted to Miss Lee in the constructioa of 
his drama.. 

The piece was originally perfproied, as a Comedy, nnder the title 
of ''The East Indian," in April 1798, for the benefit of Mrs. Jordan t 
and being well liked, was re-produced in the following December. 
The cause of its being soon after laid a&ide shall be told in. the author's 
own words : — ** It was at first received with applause, for which I 
thank th^ Public ; the succeeding representations did not prove attrac- 
tive, for which I here make my acknowledgments to Mr. Sheridan, 
who blocked up my road, mounted on his great tragic war-horse 
' Pizarro,' and trampled my humble pad-nag of a Comedy under foot, 
without the least compunction. My readers must decide whether my 
Play merited so transient an existence ; it is unnecessary to say that / 
am quite of the contrary opinion." 

Zorayda was then personated by Mrs. Jordan, and Rivers by Kern- 
hie, who, says the author, '' acted the part admirably well, from be- 
ginning to end ; indeed (he adds) to call his performance acting is 
doing it injustice : it was nature throughout." The Prologue and 
Epilogue'were both from the pen of Lewis, and the latter was spoken 
by J. Bannister, baUted as the Ghost of Queen Elizabeth, entering 
through a trap* door, in a flash of fire : an idea smacking strongly of 
the extravagance of the author's early notions. Of tbe former com-t 
poaition, spoken b^ C. Kemble, we venture to transcribe the whole, 
because it possesses not only some poetical merit, but a degree of 
touching interest, from its allusion to her who after long contributiiy 
by her fasdnations to the enjoyment of thousands, now lies low in a • 
foreign grave, and from its ccmtaining tbe author's portrait of himself, 
aince in depicting the feelings of an ardent aspiring mind, the youtbfi^ 
writer but described his own ; 

. PROLOGUE. 
In life's gay spring, while yet the careless hours 
Dance light on blooming beds of early flowers. 
Ere knowledge-of the world has taught the mind 
To sorrow for itself and shun mankind. 
In sweet vain dreams still Fancy bids the boy 
Doat on iair prospects of ideal joy : 
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Life's choicest fruits then coortiiis eager hand ; 
Each eye is gentle, and each roice is bland ; 
False friendship prompts no sigh, and draws no tear,. 
And lore seems scarce nfore beauteous than sincere !^ 

£re sixteen years had wing*d their wanton flight. 
While yet his head was young, and heart was light. 
Our author plann'd these scenes ; and while he drew. 
How bright each colour seem'd, each line how true. 
Gods ! with what rapture eTery speech he spoke ! • 
Gods I how he chuclded as he penn*d each joke! 
And when at length his rayish'd eyes survey 
That wondrous work complete — a Fiye Act Play, 
His youthful heart how self-applauses swell ! 
" It isn't perfect, but 'tis vastly well !"-a— 

Since then, with many a pang, our Bard has bonglit 
More just decision, and less partial thought: 
Kind vanity no longer blinds his sight. 
His fillet falls, and lets in odious lig^t. 
Time bids the darling work its leaves expand. 
Each flower Parnassian withers in his hand ; 
Stem judgment every latent fault detects. 
And all its fancied beauties prove defects. 

Yet, for she thinks some scenes possess an art 
To t>lease the fancy, and to melt the heart, 
Thalia bids his play to>night appear, 
Thalia call'd in heaven, but Jordan here. 
So frail his hope, so weak he thinks his cau8e> 
Our author says he dares not ask applause ; 
He only begs that with indulgence new. 
You'll hear him patiently, and hear him thr«)ngb , 
Then, if his piece proves worthless, nevef sham it ; 
But damn it, gentle friends — Oh ! damii it ! damn it ! 

Under its present form and title, the pie^ was brought forward nt 
the English Opera House in the summer of 1812, but there Qtxnr 
icarcffly any variations between ''Rich and Poor" and the " E^rC- 
Indian," save one or two transpositions of the scenes, and cheomtssion 
of a few portions of the dialogue, which have been supplied by songB. 



strong objectionsy we remember, were urged againsi the tendency of 
the Opera; and, qaesdonleasji the criminal intercoune of a female 
with the husband of another does seem to be regarded in a very leni- 
ent point of view, bat as it luckily comes not within our pro?inde to 
examine closely into these, detailed points of moraBty, we shall wave 
all discussion of the question here. The author's opimons upon the 
subject of female frailty, appear to have increased in laxity as he ad* 
vaaced in years, for the play orig^aUy terminated with the following 
''great moral lesson/' which in the altered piece is omitted : this, 
however, might arise from an impresrion that it was of too serious a 
character for the dose of a Comic Opera, and calculated to cast an 
unpleasant damp upon tho feelings of an audience x 

^oers, ** How is this ? when every other fhce wears a snule, why 
hangs a cloud on the brow of my Zorayda? 

Zarayda, "Ah, my father I *1as a cloud which must never be removed ; 
for, 'tis the gloom of self-reproach ! I have erred, and been forgiven ; 
but am I therefore less culpable ? — Your indulgence has been great ; 
but is my fault therefore less enormous ? Oh, no, no, no ! The calm of 
innocence has for ever left me, the courage of conscious virtue must be 
mine no more ! StUl must the memory of errors past torment me, and 
embitter every joy : — stiU must I blush to read scorn in the world's 
eye, suspicion in my l^usband's : — and still must feel this painful truth 
moet keenly, that she who deviates from the paths of virtue, though 
she may obtain the forgiveness of others, never can obtain her own !" 

Whatever may be the thought of the errors of Zorayda by the 
reader, no sentiment but pity can ever be felt for her in the theatre, 
when the character is personated by Miss Kelly. The terrible energy 
of her appeals to her father's heart, the fearful workings of her half- 
frenzied spirit, the *' fine madness*' of her despair, thrill the spectator 
to the core, and set description at defiance. ** Long years— long, 
though not very many," — ^have elapsed since we witnessed this inimit- 
able, this faultless display of scenic art, but the feelings it excited in 
our minds were too vivid ever to be effaced. Many early impressions 
are blotted out, many recollections destroyed, by intercourse with the 
world,— 

** And from surrounding things, the hues where^th fancy adom'd 

them 
Fade like the hopes of yoiith, till the beauty of earth has departed," 
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bnt tMre «re iome ftw ^ bright dreamtf of tlie past" beyond tbe power 
of tilde Mid cbange to i^eikeli Or destroy, And one amongst these will 
trer be to its the remembrance of Miss KeHy's Zorayda, P.P. 



%kait of {Sept e«Mtatlon. 



The time this piece takes xn representation is nearly three hoiir». 
-The half-price commences at nine o'clock. 



Stage Directions* 

By R.H • is meant. ••••••. Right Hand. 

L.H..... L^Hand. 

s.£.... ..•• Second Entrance* 

u.B « Upper Entrance. 

M.D V Middle Door. 

D.p DoorinFkt. 

R.H.D Right Hand Door. 

L.H.D. .Left Hand Door^ . 



Cosltume. 



LORD LISTLESS. 
Liight mixed coat^ white waistcoat, and trowsen. 

MODISH. 
Claret coloured coat, white waistcoat, and breeches. 

* RIVERS. 
Suit of brown doth. 

WALSIN6HAM. 

Crimson ibid. 

BEAUCHAMP. 
^ Blue coat, white waistcoat, and breeches. 

FRANK. 

Mixed coloured coat, wiustcoat, and leathern breeches. 

SQUEEZ'EM. 
Suit of black. 

FRIPONEAU. 
Striped coat, silk w^tcoat, and buff pantaloons. 

SPARKLE, 
Green jacket, ibid, ibid. 

LADY CLARA MODISH. 

Wlute satin slip, pink gpauze upper dress^ trimmed with white satin 
and lace. 

MRS. ORMOND. 
White dress, trimmed with black. 

MISS CHATTERALL. 
Blue dress, trimmed with white. 

ZORAYDA. 

White leno dress. 

MRS. SECRET. 
Grey gown and white apron. 

MAID, 
Coloured gown. 



^^om Ut^tt^tnttti, 



Lyceum, 1812. 

Lord Listless, • Mr. Oxbeny. 

Modish 4 Mr. Pyne. 

lUvers .r Mr. Fawcett. 

WatHnghdm Mr. Penson. 

Beauchamp . . • • • • • Mr. Horn. 

Frank Mr. Knight. 

Squeez'em. • • Mr. Fenley. 

FrifHmeau • Mr. Wewitzer. 

Sparkle •• . • Mr. Fisher. 

John • • • Mr. Lee. 

Lady Clara Modish, . • Mrs. Orger. 

Mrs* Or-mond * <•, ,..»■■« Misfii Gngl]€^. 

Mist Chatter all »..,,,,,....,, Mr^. Horlowe. 

Zorayda ».....«.,,,*. Misa Kellf. * 

Mrs. Secret ..,»,*...»..,.,.., Mra. Bland. 

^aid Miss JoD«8. 
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ACT I. 

SC£N£ !•— i4 Room. — Table covered with green 
baize-^two chairs. 

BsAUCHAMP (L.H.) <ind Walsingham (r.h.) disco^ 
veredy Seated. 

fFals. Come, come, Beaucbamp; no evasions:—** 
that gtoomy brow assures me, that during my absence 
from England soifietbing must have gone wrong with 
you, and I insist on a frank confession. 

Beau. Shall I confess that I am in debt. 

Wals. Yes, if you'll also confess to whom, and for 
bow much. 

Beau. Briffly, ihen, for several thousands more 
than I can pay ; and my creditor is Lord Listless. 

Wals. What, your uncle ? 

Beau. Ob, no 1 his son : a jewel of the first wa- 
ter, 1 assure you ; one who passes his life in being 
weary of every body, and making every body weary 
of him : in short, sir, — txjine meat. 

Wals. And how could such an animal become 
your creditor ? — for he never could have beeif your 
friend, I'll answer fox you» 

Beau. 'Tis a tedious story \*^{Both rise and come 
forward.) — ^but the short of it is, that when Irnar^ 
ried, my gienerous unde discharged my debts; un* 
luckily, Ik neglected to destroy my acknowledgement, 
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2 RICH AND POOR. 

Tvbicb falling into his son's hands, the preseot earl 
wisely keeps it^ and calls himself my sole creditor. 

Wak. Well, well ; and even if he should call for 
payment, we shall find means to satisfy him, I war- 
rant ; so away with that gloomj face, dear Ned. — 
However, I'm glad nothing worse caused it than a 
pecuniary difficult]^. 

Beau. Wbuld to heaven that were all, indeed! 

Wals. Hey ? why, what other cause — 

Beau. Ah, Mr. Walsingham, how shall I tell you — 

Wals. Out with it. 

Beau. That I have been-^that I stUl am — a vil- 
lain! 

fFab. I donH believe one word of it : he who dares 
own that he has been a villain, must needs already 
have ceased to be one. 

Bem* Hear roe, then, and judge for yoarsdf. You 
knew well the chars^ot^r of the woman to whose fete, 
while I was still a stripling, accident, not affection, 
unit^ mine ? 

fPals. Yes, and a mi^i^rable life she led you. 

Beau. During three years^ she rendered my home 
a hell. My patience was at length exhausted : 1 made 
over to my wife the remnants of an estate which her 
extravagance had ruined ; bade this domestic fiend an 
eternal farewell, and sailed under the assumed name 
of Doriinant, to India. 

Wah. Welly I see no barm as yet. Lived with her 
three years ! — I wouldn't have lived with her three 
days, — ^bo, not to have buried her on the fourth. 

Beau* Soon after my arrival in India, it wag my 
chance to save the life of the femous Mortimer; 
who — 
Wals. The nabob, whose immense weaKh— 

Beam* The same. This procured me admission to. 
his bouse, where I saw his daughter, Zorayda.— - 
SilfB was lovely, and grateful; and, in an unguarded 
moQieiit — ^yet heaven can witness to my intentions — in 
au unguarded moment, I— ^I was a villain ! 

Wala. ^Shaking his head.) Little better, l must 
say. 
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Beath Marry her I could not : her fiUher's ivrath 
was dreadful ; Zorayda sought a refuge from it in my 
arms, and fled with me from India. 

fTals. From India, and from her father, and with 
a married man ? — Edward, Edward 1-^And what have 
you done with this poor girl ? 

Beau. She resides at present with my cousin, Lady 
Clara Modish. 

Wals. Lady Clara ! and how the devil came she to 
receive her ? 

Beau. The devil made her; the great devil of all; 
money, man ; darling money !— «Her ladyship had 
fi been extrava^nt, and so I paid a gaming d^bt or two 
for her : besides this, the appearance of protectinj^ a 
friendless orphan, flatters that ostentatious sensibility, 
which it is her passion to display on every occasion. 

Wals. But does she know the history of her pro- 
tegee? 

^ Beau. I was compelled to trust her witb.it, undar^ 
a promise of profound secrecy. 

fFak. And how has she kept her jnromise I 

Beau. Why, really, extremely well, considering 
she's a woman of fashion. She only confided it to her 
most intimate friends, who told it again to their very 
particular acquaintance, who repeated it to every crea- 
ture they knew, and now the whole town is informed 
of the whole transaction. 

fFak. 1 guessed as much !— But come, Ned ; by 
this time Lady Clara must be visible, and I long to 
see your goddess. 

6eau. And when you do see her-^ 

Wals. Oh, for heaven ^s sake, no raptures I 

Beau. Nay, but hear me. 

SONG. — Beauchamp. 

" Crin living aE?orM.''-r— Scotch Aik. 

To paint her form, how heavenly fair^ 
J will not use my art ; 
B 2 
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4 RICH ANtl ^OOR: 

/ mil not tell what virtues rare 

Possess her faultless heart : 
Most fair ^ most virtuous still is she, 

Alt praise J sa^e this^ above; 
Her form was made beloved to bcy 

Her heart was made to love. 

When first Zorayda met my eyes, 

J felt my freedom 6*er ; 
With eoery day that o^er mejliesy 

I feel I love her mare : 
Nor, though you^ve known me wild and free. 

Think now my heart can rove/ 
For she was maae beloved to fie ^ 

And I her charms to love. 

Wals. Aye, to be sure ! and as much has been said 
and sung by every lover, since Adam first threw a 
sheep's-eye at our grandmother. Now, then, for 
Lady Clara. -{Crosses to i*.h.) 

Beau. With all my heart : but first be it known to I 
you^ that you must be prepared to find a plentiful stock 
of fools ; for that is an article with which her lady- 
ship's house is seldom unprovided. 

JFals. And with what can it be provided better ? 
Why, boy, being of an adust and cynical disposition, 
infinite laughter is necessary to ray health. My physi- 
cian has prescribed me a course of fools, and truly I 
have reaped ereat benefit from his advice already. 

Beau. Indeed ? then why did you leave Great Bri- 
tain ? Heaven knows, a, scarcity of fools is not one of 
our wants. 

Wals. No, truly ; and after all my peregrinations 
abroad in quest of folly, I must give the preference 
in that article to little England; where absurdities 
spring as kindly as mushrooms on the dunghills, and 
you can scarcely turn a comer without starting a fi>ol. 

[^Exeunty i..h- 

SCENE II.— -4 Room in ModisVs House^ backed 
by Drawing-room Chamber. — Handsome sofcy 
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I4.H.U.B. Four chairs; table cohered zoUh red baize ; 
boohs^ newspaper y pensy ink^ paper ^ and hand^bell^ 
on table. 

Enter Zoratda and Mrs. Skcrst, r.ii. 

DUO.-^ZORAYDA AND SKCRET. 

" Time has not thinned.'' 

Now bright July to pleasure callsy 
But townsmen hear the call in vain; 

f^ht/ shines the sun on murky walls j 
frhere vice, and pride^ and folly reign f 

Use rather, sun, thy genial power 
To bid the harvest* s hope be crowned; 

Mature the fruit j unfold the flower, - 
And spread delight and plenty round. 

Sec. Now do, my dear young lady^ cbe(^r up a lit- 
tle. It is a sad thing, sure enough, to bie shut up in 
this sultry town in the month of July ; but I've news 
for you that shall make you dance for joy, in spite of 
the dog-days. 

Zor. News for me !-— of my father ? — Oh, speak! 

Sec. Oh, better Miss ; a great deal better: — thej 
say, that Colonel Beauchamp's odious wife, who went 
to some outlandish place two years ago, is dead for 
certain : if so, you know — 

Zor. Ah, Secret ; and should, then, the death of one 
who never injured me, — alas I of one whom I have 
deeply injured, be to me Ihe source of joy ? Wretched 
Zorayda, how art thou fallen I 

Sec. You are the strangest lady ! — I'm jsure, if / 
were in love with Colonel Beauchamp, Hsyou ^re, and 
could only marry him by — 

Zor. Hush, hush, for heaven's sake! — Should yott 
. be overheard— 
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6 HI€H AND POOH* 

Se{i. La, Miss^ donU b^ so timbeisome ! 1 liope 
I^Te notbeen my la,dy*s own waiting- woman these six 
years, not to know when to speak and when to hold 
my tongue.— ^But, dear me, it makes me quite sad my- 
self to see you look so moUycoUy whenever we're 
alone ; for in public, indeed, your manner — 

Zor. Is gay, is forced, is agonizing ! From Bean« 
champ spring mv sufferings, and therefore I would 
not have the world see that I suffer ; but, believe me, 
the smiles which play on my cheek in public, are io 
my heart as moonbeams &lling on some rock of ice; 
they shine, but warm not* 

Sec. Nay, Miss, you neednH tell me that ; for you 
look and talk for all the world like the miller^s daugh- 
ter in our village, when her lover proved false-hearted ; 
and surely that was a worse case than yours, Miss. 

SONG.— Mbs. Sbcbbt. 

On the banks of Allan watery 

When the sweet Spring-time did folly 
ff^as the Miller* s hyoely daughter 

Fairest of them all. 
For his bride a soldier sought her^ 

And a winning tongue had he : 
On the banks of Allan water 

None was gat/ as she 

On the banks of Allan water 

When brown Autumn shed its store^ 
There I saw the Miller^ s daughter^* 

But she smiled no more. 
For the summer grief had brought her 

And the soldier false was he! 
On the banks of Allan water 

None was sad as she- 

* 'On the banks of Allan water 

When the Winter^snow fell fasty 
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Still was found the Miller's daughter : 

Chilling ble^ the blast ! 
But the Miller's loveli/ daughter 

Both from cold andcaYe was free ; 
On the banks of Allan water ^ 

There a corse lay she. C-B^*^ Ji,-h. 

• ^or. Yes, 'tfe redolved! Edward we must part, 
and for ever ! what !— his mistress ? the mistress of 
a married man ! break, fond heart, break ! but sup-^ 
port such shame no longer : — some one comes ! — ^per- 
haps Mis he ! 

Enter JoHNy l.h. 

John. Lord Listless. [£irtY, l.h. 

Zor. P^ha ! with a mind thns ill at ease, how tor* 
men ting is it to assame the appearance of gatety, and 
be con^)eUed ta mingle with the happy and unthink- 
ing. 

Enter Lord Listless, l.h. 

Lord L. Quite alone. Miss Mandeville ! Where's 
Clara 3 

Zor, She slept ill, and left her bed late this morn- 
ii^. 

Lord L. She was quite in the right: for my 
part 1 wonder why people leave their beds at all ; fot 
they only contrive to bore themselves and theii^ ac- 
quaintance. Now I've some thoughts of going to bed 
one of these nights, and never getting up again. 

ZoT^ Oh ! pray, my lord, put that scheme into 
execution, for the benefit of your friends as well as 
yourself. 

Lord L. Yes, 'twould certmrily take, for people 
imitate evei^ thing I do so ridiculoi^ly, that 'pon my 
soul I'm bored to death with them ; but, to say the 
truth, I'm bored with every thing and every body. 

Zor. I should be sorry to increase your ennui, anil 
80 wish you good momingu (Crosses to l.r.) 

B 4 
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Lord L, No, no ; stay, pray stay ; for ihere^s 
nothing I like so much as the company of a fiae 
woman. 

Zor. {Drawing away her hand.) I'm sorry that I^' 
can't return the compliment] but there's nothing I 
like so little as the company of a fine man. 

Lord L. (Aside.) Umph t Pert enough', 'pon ray 
»oul 1 (Retires to the sofa .) 

Enter Ladt Clara^ r.h. 

Lord L. Morning, Clara ! You look frightful ^ 
day. 

Ladi/ C. Do I ? I dare say I do: for my nerves 
are in such a state ! — Oh ! and then I had such a 
dream I Only conceive: methought my favourite 
little pu^, Fidelio, had fellen into the Serpentine ; 
I saw him strugglmg, heard him barking, and woke 
in an agony of tears. 

Zor. Exquisite sensibility ! 

Lady C Ha ! Beauchamp ? 

(Lord Listless throws himself on the sofa.) 

Efder Beauchamp and Walsingham, i*.h. 

Beau. Let me present a friend to you, Lady Clani^ 
whose absence from England you've heard me fre- 
quently lament. — Mr. Walsingham. 
, Lady^ C. Your frienik are always welcome here 
for your sake; but Mr. Walsingham will be welcome 
for his own. 

Wals. Your ladyship does me honour.^ — (Aside to 
Beauchamp.) — Is she a fool too ? 

Beau. None of the wisest^ £ promise you.— *Mis» 
Mandeville, Mr. Walsingham. (Zorayda curtsies.) 

Wals. Mandeville? I've known several of that 
name. Who— 

Beau. (Aside to Walsingham.) Hush I Mande^ 
Tille's an assumed name. 

Wal. Oh I the devill Why didn't you tell me so 
before ? 
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Seau. Bafy Lady Clara, I've another friend to 
introduce. 

Lady C. I shall be very — (Turning round ^"^ 
then with indifference) — Oh, you wretch I my hus- 
band ! 

Zor. (Aside to Beauchamp.) You couldn't have 
introduced a greater stranger. 

Enter Modish, r.u. 

. Mod. Mr. Walsinghani, I rejoice to see you. — 

Just returned, I suppose ?— You rested well, 1 hope, 

Ladj Clara ? ((Carelessly.) 

Lady C. Perfectly ; never passed a quieter night 

ifi my life. 

Enter John, l.h. crosses behind characters, delivers 
a letter to Modishy and goes off, l.h. 

Mod. (Opens the letter, and then throws it on the 
table.) Rivers* 

TFah. I be^ 1 mayn't prevent — 

Mod.^ Oh ! It's from a poor relation ; 'twill keep. 
Beauchamp, were you at Lady Rackett's last night? 

Beau. Yes; and found it very &shionable, and 
very dull. 

Lady C. Oh ! the terms are now synonimous. 

Mod. Quite ; for since every thing that's fashion- 
able is insipid, in mere justice every thing that's in- 
sipid must be fashionable. 

lyals. Indeed ! Is this really so, my lord ? 

Lord L. Matter of fact, sir, 'pon my soul I—* 
Insipidity is now the very criterion of fashion. A 
man of ton should never dance but when he's not 
wanted, or sing but when nobody wishes to hear him^ 
He should yawn at a comedy, laugh at a tra^dy, cry 
<damn'd bore' at both, tread upon his neighbour's 
toes, hunt with, a tooth-pick in his mouth, see women 
tumUe down stairs without trying to stop them, and, 
B 5 
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in ordar to be perfectly fashionable, should Inake fcfifti- 
self completely disagreeable ! 

• Zar. Bless me ! how admii^bly yoUr lordship's 
practice exempKfies your theory. 

LordL. Oh! you flatter me. 

Zor. No, really ; I do you but justice wheti I pro- 
test, that I never saw any thing half so &shionabIe or 
insipid as your lordship. 

IFals. Nor I, upon mv honour. 

Lord L. Ton my soul, youVe too obliging ! Too 
oUi^ing, 'pon my soul ! (Knocking, z..h.> 

. £ad^ C. Hark ! A knoch I 

Zor 4 (Looking towardsyjj.n.) Now heaven pre* 
snre my hearing ! 'tis Miss Chatterall. 

Lady C I'm glad of it ; she always t^ks scan- 
dal, and scandal is the best thing in the world for the 
nerves. 

Lord L* And she talks incessdntly, whidi saves 
one the trouble of an answer. 

• Zor. But she is so malicious I 
Lady C She cheats horribly at play I 
Mod. She's disagreeable and afiected. 

. Beau, She's deceitful. 

Ladt/ C. She's abominable. 
. Lord L. She's a bore 1 

Wals. She's here. 

^ Enter Miss Chatterall, ij^n.-^Crosses to Ladif 
Clara, 

Lady C. My dear creature, I'm so charnied to see 
you ! We've not tnet this age ! 

Miss Chat. Oh, Lady Clara I such a dreadful thing 
has happened to me ! I've been so shocked, and «o 
quizzed, and all that I 

Lady C. You alarm me I 

Miss Chatn You must know, as I came along, ano» 
ther carriage got entailed with mine. A mob soon 
collected rouim us^ and out of pure good-nature and 
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eoHdescendiofi, I thought Pd entertain tb^n with a 
little graceful terror. 

Mod. How kind I 

Miss Chat. Wasn't it ? So, on tfaid, I screamed in 
the most delightful way imaginable, practised my new 
Angiolini attitudes, and threw myself into my very 
best convulsions. 

Wals, And, I warrant, the spectators barst into 
.tears? 

Mis9 Choi. No, truly, they burst out a laughing ! 

AIL Oh, shameful! 

Lord L. What a bore ! (From sofa.} 

Miss Chat. Wasn't it ? I declare I was just like 
Orphy, the old fidler, playing to the stocks and stones. 
The more I squalled, the more they laughed | and, at 
last, they made me so angrv, that 1 vowed never to go 
into fits again, except in the very best company, 

Wdls, And a mighty proper resolution too* 

Miss Chat. Wasn't it ? But, lord ! I can*t stop, or 
Lady Cogwell will be out, and I wouldn't miss seeing 
her for the world. 

Mod, Lady Ck)gwell ! I thought she was your 
aversion ? 

Miss Chat. Oh dear so she is ; but last night Mrs. 
Punt, playing with her at whist, found theace of dia- 
monds hid in her muff; so I'm going to comfort, and 
console, and vex, and tease her, and all that, you 
know. You'll go with me, Miss Miuideville ? \ came 
on purpose for you. 

Zor. No 5 I'm not in a vexing, teazing, and all 
that humour, this morning. But, areyoij sure of the 
truth of this story? 

Miss Chat. Sure of it ? Why Mrs. Blab-all told it 
Hie, and I believe all the scandal she talks to be gos- 
pel; for the more scandalous it is, the more true if 
always turns out to be. Gome, Modish, lead me to 
ray carriaffe. 

'Ladt/ C. Are you going, Mr. Walsingham ? We 
dine at home.; if you can put up with a fiimily din- 
ner. 

B 6 
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Lord L. Walsy — don^ ccnne, for a &mily dinner 
is a damn'd bore. . . 

WaU. O, my lord, you are pleased to be ibcetioufi^ 
{Lord L. rises from so/ay and comes f&twardy 

li.H.) 

Lady C. You^lI be with me in the eventag^ Alias 
Chatterall? 

Miss Chat. Oh I without fail ; and I hope by t|iat 
time to have collected authentic information concern?* 
ing two elopements, four youn^ men imined at play^ 
nine ladies of quality taken tnpping, and <me wlia . 
died of a cold which she caught in going to churclu 
How comical! Wasn't it? Come^ Modish. 

[Exit with ModishyXam, 

LordL* Pray, Clara — Wnat was I going to — Ok t 
Where does Mrs. Ormond live? 

L(idi/ C. I protest I've forgotten, but the porter 
can tell you : may I ask why you enquire ? . ' 

Lord L. I've no sort of objection to your addng 
the question, provided you've none to ray not answers? 
ing it. Good morning; we shall meet at dinner; or;,; 
perhaps, not till to-morrow; or, perhaps, not this 
month; it doesn't signify, you know^ if we never meet 
at all. 

Lady C. Oh t not in the least — Good morning. 

[Eant Lord L. l.h. 

Zor^ I see Mr. Modish returning ; shall I stay, or 
leave you to your usual discussions i 

Lady C. Oh, child, don't miqd me t these little 
matrimonial rubs are excellent for the vapours, and 
Modish is never so entertaining, as when I've put him; 
out of temper. , 

Zor. I'm sure then he*s entertaining very often, but 
I cannot admire your mode of making him so ; and,, 
for my own part, I verily think that were 1 to live a 
thousand years, I could never suqceed in extracting 
amusement from my husband's uneasiness, or find 
pleasure in being the torment of a man, whom I had 
sworn before the altar to love and to obey«- 



i. 



RICH AND POOB# 1$ 

Enter Modish^ l*h. 

JLadv C. (Goes to the table; mens Modish* a letter 
thoughtlessly.) Lud ! what am I doing I Beg your 
pardon, Modbh. 

Mod. Oh I no matter. This letter comes from a 
relation, who after, dissipating his fortune here weiit 
to India som^ eighteen years ago. — Let me see what 
he says — {Reads.) — " Mt/ dear cousin will be doUbt" 
ie^s surprised to leam^ that soon after my arrival in 
India^ my union with a rich widow at once cleared me 
of debt ^ and placed me in a state of opulence.^ 

Lady C. Opulence ? This grows interesting. 

Mod. " On my wife's death I realized my fortune^ 
determined to share it voUh you^ my dear GeorgeJ*^ 

Lady C The worthy man ! Wfio waits }^^{Ring$ 
b0id bell on table.) — Send Secret to me. I'll have a 
chamber prepared this instant. 

Mod. ^' But alas ! the vessel in which 1 had em^ 
barked my wealth was shipwrecked^ and I regained 
the English shore, poor as I left it.^^ 
■ Lady C. Then the money's lost. 

Enter Sbcrht, R.n. 

Sec. Did your la'ship— 

Lady C. It doesnH signify^ Secret. 

[^iExit Secret^ b,h» 

Mod. " To you then^ my dear George^ I must 
apply for assistance ; andy soon after receiving thisy 
you may eoapect a visit from your affectionate cousin 
andfriendy Wuliam Rivers.**. 

Lady C. How unlucky ! This money would have 
been so seasonable — • 

Mod. Seasonabte, madam ? Say, necessary ; absa- 
lutely necessary. Your dissipation, your extrava-* 
gance, your — 

Lady C. Oh, mercy ! dear Modish, mercy ! mode- 
rate your tone I beg ; consider my nerves. 
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Mod. My manner, madam, may be moderate^ bat 
the matter must be barsb/ 

Lad^ C. Oh, sir ! let your voice be gentle, and as 
to the matter of what you say, I shan't mind it a 
straw. 

Mod. What I say, madam, you never do mind* 

Lady C. True, sir ; I never do. (Crosses to Ij^hJ) 

Mod. Madam, madam, I must say, and I urill 
say— 

Lady C. Say, sir ? Lord, couldn't you sing ?— 
'TwouM be much more agreeable. 

Mod. Zounds, madam, I'm serious, and well I 
may be so. For but one way remains of preventing 
immediate ruin. You must give up your diamonds, 
Fll procure you paste instead ; and as you're known 
to possess real jewels, nobody will suspect th6se you 
wear to be false. 

Lady C. Well, sir, I'll only mention one circum- 
stance, and then if you still wish it, the diamonds 
are at your disposal. 

Mod. (Aside.) So readily? I'm amazed! — well, 
my dear Lady Clara, and this circumstance is — 

Lady C. Simply this. . About three months ago I 
sold the real jewels, and those now in my possession 
are the paste. 

Mod. (Violently.) Confiision t Fire, and Furies ! 

Lad^ C. I>on*t swear, sir, 

3for* ZoLind3 \ madam, I must and will swear ; 
and I must and will tell you once for all — 

Enter Jon^^ L*tt. 

John. Mr. Rivers, \^Exil, L,n, 

Mod. He has nicked the time : I never felt less 
charitably disposed in my Life. 

(Tkrows himself into a chair ^ r.h. his back 
turned to Lady Clara^ ^ho siis in an indo- 
lent posture^ humming to herself/ both seated 
near R.H-) 
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Enter Rivbrs, l.h. 

JRfo. It is with diffidence, sir, that I venture— 
JLadi/ C. Oh ! heavens ! A black scratch ! Drops^ 
drops, or I shall feint ! (Modish rings hand bell/) 
JRiv. I fear, madam, I have by some means occa- 
sioned an alarm, which — 

Enter Secret, zoith drops^ r.h. gives them to 
Lady Clara. 

JLady C. Quick! quick! or I expire.— (.4/?cr 
taking a smelling'bottle.)^-SecTet, tell the man Lbeg 
his pardon, but I've always had a particular aversion 
to black scratches. 

Sec. (Crosses to Rivers.) Sir, my lady hopes youMl 
pardon her, but a black stratch always was her par- 
ticular diversion. (Goes again to Lady Clara.) 

Riv, I'm sorry to have oflfended, but 'tis the lot of 
misfortune to offend in every thing ! 

Mod. (Rises) I — ^I think, Mr. Rivers, I've heltrd 
my father speak of you ; but as to what he said^ I 
realFy don't remember a syllable. 

Riv. I fear if you did, it could not prejudice you 
in my favour ; yet as my conduct was only impru-^ 
dent, never dishonourable, your father's mendship 
was mine to the last. 

Mod. Very possibly ; 1 don't dispute it. 

Riv. Were he alive, 1 should not want a friend ! 
Let me, however, rejoice in his son's affluence. Your 
numerous retinue, your splendid mansion prove, that 
you've the ability to serve me, and your inclination I 
cannot doubt. 

Mod. Why, really— Hem !-^Appearances are fre- 
quently deceitful and — and to say the truth— How- 
ever, sir, I'll look about me, and if any thing occurs 
will let you know. Good morning. 

Riv. In the mean time may I without offence men- 
. lion ito you my distressed situation ? The gripping 
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hand of poverty presses hard upon me ; 1 have no 
other support, have no one to look to but yourself.—— 
Oh ! George, George, you once loved me I Oft^K 
have I carried you in my arms, often has my hand 
supplied you with money when a boy, and in all youp 
little distresses it was from my partiality that yoix 
sought assistance ? Let these recollections, let the re- 
collection of your excellent father plead for me, when. . 
I mention — that— that a trifling pecuniary aid will 
be of most essential service. 

Mod. (Who remains seated r.h. with emotion^ 
aside to Ladj/ Clara.) I'll — 1*11 give him a ten pound 
note, and send him away. 

Biv, (Aside.) Hal — then perhaps his heart may 
stUI— 

Ijadt/ C. Ten pounds ? Heavens, Modish I donUb& 
so extravagant. 
. Mod. Tour ladyship is always economical, wheri' 
charity is in the case ! — (Resuming his cold manner.} 
—I'm very sorry, Mr. Rivers, it's out of my power to 
assist you at present, but if I hear of anything to suit 
you, I'll let you know. Good morning. 

jRiv. But sir — 

Mod. I'll move heaven and earth to serve you. — 
Good morning. 

. Riv. But sir, if you do not know where I live, 
how can you inform me of your success ? 

Mod. Oh ! true I where shall I send ? 

Riv. (Hesitating.) I'm ashamed to name such a 
miserable^— I — ^I— lodge at the Three Blue Posts^ in 
Little Britain. 

Z^dj/ C. Oh I shocking 1 Is it possible that any 
body can live at the Three Blue Posts ? 

Sec. Oh I dear no, ray lady ; it an't posBible. 

Riv. Before I go, sir, let me ask you whether your 
sister Emily is still living. 

Zfodj/ C. Oh I yes, but she can't assist you, so it's 
useless applying to her. HowevcFj my porter can 
give you her direction. 

Riv. Is she then in distress ? Til hasten lo her^ and 
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Ifaottgb she may not give me relief for my wants, 
vi^ith her I may at least find sympathy for my woes, 
a smitiment which I have vainly sought for in the pa- 
laces of the great. — (fFith stifled anger»)-'^^jrooA 
morning, sir. 

Jkfod. Your servant. 

Hiv. (Aside,) So fitdes my hope ! On how sandy a 

foundation do they build, who place their reliance on 

the friendship of affluence I [J^jriV, l.h. 

Liody C. So, he's gone at last. Secret, order the 

Carriage to the door. {Crosses to r.h.) 

[^Eant Secret^ t.H. 

3fod. Before you go, madam, I must say*-* 

Zjady C. My dear Mr. Modish, say not another 

word on the subject, since on one point 1 am decided : 

that whenever we are of different opinions, you must 

be wrong, and I must be right. Good morning. 

[_JEsitf L.H. 
Jifod. Vve gained much by this conference ! Ba- 
chelors ; bachelors ! Tye yourselves up in the noose 
of hemp, rather than the noose of matrimony. The 
pain of the former is never felt after a few minutes ; 
but the knot of the latter grows tighter every hour 
during years, and is at last only loosened by death or 
infamy. 

SONG.— Modish. 

TFhen doomed to quit his native land. 

Young Henry bade farewell^ 
As Susan fondly wrung his hand, 
I Her tears in torrents fell. 

And soft she sigVdy (her trembling heart 

While love with fears beset) 
" Ohj would we were not now to part, 

Or that we n^er had met.'* 

Dame Fortune smiled on Henry's pains, 

And blessed his growing store / 
Now gone three years^ his horitst gains 

To Susan's feet h^ bore% 
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" Nor think j'' he cried^ « thai Hmry^s heart 

Can eW its dows forget ; 
Dismm yourfears^ no more we'll party 

Once more since we haxie met^^ 

But ah I before twelve months were flown ^ 

Th^ cursed the married life; 
A very husband Hal was grown^ 

And Sue a very wife. 
She said that he was false at hearty 

He called her light coquette : 
And both exclaimed — " next week we part^ 

I wish we ne^er had met.*'* {^Exitf L..H. 

S^CENE III. — Another Apartment in Modish^s 
House* 

Enter Beauchamp and Zorayda, r.h. 

Beau. Nay, deny it not^ Zorayda ; ycm had been 
in tears.. 

Zor. {Assuming gaiety.) Heed tliem not !-*-A 
mere trifle — my grief is already forffotten; 

Beau. Indeed! Had your grief then so slight a 
cause 'f 

Zor. Ah ! while remorse and shame dwell here, 
can my cause for grief ever be slight ? 

Beau. Dearest Zorayda !— 

Zor. Edward ! Edward I Oh ! where is my father ? 
Perhaps now stretched on the bed of aicknessj calling 
on Zorayda for those offices which a daughter aloae 
can perform ; and, woe is me 1 calling in vain ! Per- 
haps — perhaps ere this, cold in a foreign grave, where 
his heart has forgot at my name to burn with anger or 
to glow with love. Y^ if he still should live— too 
surely, wretched Zorayda, he lives no longer for 
thee ! {Crosses to l,h*) 

Beau. Zorayda, would yoa drive me mad ? 

Zor. And still no letters from India ^ Still no word 
from my father^ or ktnd^ or cruel i Ob thftt I could 
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but kQow4ie still exists ! that I could but otrce more 
see the characters of his hand ! that I could but for 
one moment hear his voice, though in the next I 
again heard it curse me ! (Crosses back to r.h.) 

JBeau. Nay, be comforted ! A person just arrived 
from India, I trust, can ^ive me some tidmgs of Mr« 
Mortimer ; and, having discharged my errand here, 1 
hasten to him. You mentioned some trinkets which 
you wished to purchase; these notes will answer their 
price. And now, my love farewell for the present. 

2tor. Yet say ! to whom go you ? 

Seau. To a poor relation of Modish's, who applied 
to him for relief. 

Zor. And he departed ? 

Beau. Unrelieved. 

Zou Alas ! Yet perhaps he was undeserving, 

Beau^ That I know not ; but trust me, Zorayda, I 
love not those who weigh too nicely the transgres- 
sions of a sufierer: to punish human errors is the 
province of heaven; to rdieve human wants is the 
duty of man ! 

Zor. And whither is he now gone ? 

Beau. To Mrs. Ortnond's, whose noble heart would 
wSlingly relieve him, but whose means — 

Zor. And if she cannot — what must he do i 

Beau. Starve, Zorayda ! 

Zor. He shall not ! — no, no, he shall not ! Follow 
him ! These notes — take them, take them all ! Nay, 
oppose me not, desu: Edward ; in this I must not be 
opposed. 

Beau. Oppose you, Zorayda ? Oh ! be my own 
heart hardened, when I defeat the generosity of yours I 

DUO. — Zorayda and Bbauchamp. 

Beave one sigh when virtue fails^ 
Breathe one hope that Heaven may spare; 

Far more sweei than Indian gmea 
1$ the breath that forms the prayer. 
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Drop one tear when sorrows light 
On some blameless mourner's head ; 

Joy ne'er makes the eye so bright 
As a tear for others shea. 

[^Exeunt Beauchampy l.h. Zorayda^ r.h. 

SCENE Vf.—ModisKs Library. ^Table and four 
Chairs. 

Enter Modish^ r.h. and Mrs. Secret, l.k^ 
meeting. 

Mod. Now, Secret ! ivhat^s the matter I 
Sec. Ob ! dear sir, I'm so flustrated ! never may 
your honour give me a new gown again, if the porter 
hasn't let in the old usurer ! 

Mod. Who ? the usurer ? what Squeez'em ? 
Sec. Fes, sir ! I believe that's the nionster^s name. 
. Mod. The devil I Yet I dare not refuse to see him,^ 
and here he comes, — away Secret, away ! 

[^Eadt Secret^ r.h. 

John introduces Squbez'rm, l.h.(I) 

Mod. Good Heaven ! is it you, my dear Mr. 
Squeez'em ? Why, you look charmingly ! charming- 
ly, I protest ! 

Squeesi, You're mighty good, sir I I made bold to 
call— 

3fod. Vm very glad you did ; 1 was just wonder- 
ing why I hadn't seen you so long ; and why don't 
you call ofteuer I Vm always happy to see my best 
friend, Mr. Squeez'em 1 

Squecz* I am much Battered by your kindness, air, 
— There is a— 

Mod, I beg you'll be seated : who waits f a chair 
for Mr, Squeez em, 

(1) This scene was sng^esied by MDosieur Dimancbe ia.** Ln Ft^ 
tin tiePierrr." 
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JSqueez. It's quite unnecessary ; for I only— « 
^iod. I roust insist upon it. My good friend, tAt 
yourself down. — (They sit.) — And now tell me, how 
are your children ? All well, I hope? Nomeazles? 
BO booping-cough ? no** 

Squeez. None^ sir, none, I thank you; but there If 
a little — 

J\fod. A little one coming, is there ? I beg I may 
stand god-father. 

Sgueez. Lord ! sir, you mistake ; Pd only-^ 
Jilod, Why, isn't dear Mrs. Squeez'em likely to— 
Squeez. Dear Mrs. Squeez'em has nothing at all 
to do with what I'm come about. To be plain with 
you, Mr. Modish^ there is a little affair, which— 

Mod. A little afiair ? Oh ! you sly roffue. What, 
which must be a secret between you and me ? Well, 
well, I promise you, Mrs. Squeez'em shan't hear a 
word of it. And so the little girl is pretty, is she ? 

Squeez. Lord, sir, 1 can't get you to hear me out ; 
and I've walked here all the way from St. Mary Axe 
on purpose to — 

Mod. Walked here! What, all that way? Then 
pray take some refreshment, for I'm sure you must be 
fiitigued. — (iZi>e5.)-^Here, John, tea, coffee — or per- 
haps you'd prefer a glass of wine? Only say what you 
like, and — 

iSaueez, Dear sir, there's nothing I should like so 
mncn at present, as to have you listen to what I want 
to say. 

Mod. Surely, surely f — iSit$ again.)'^jo\i won't 
take any refreshment then ? 

, Squeez. None, I thank you, sir ; I'm in a hurry to 
return home, and only wish to ask — 

Mod. In a hurry to return home ?—-^Rises.) — ^Then, 
for heaven's sake, don't let me detain you. Here, 
John, light Mr. Squeez'em down stairs. 

Squeez. Sir, I only want to— (Rises.) 

mod. To get home; I know it, — good night. 
Squeez. I should be glad to— 
Mod. Togo; pray suit your own convenience, but 
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I'm greatly obliged to you for tbis ctfll. Chatting^ 
away an hour with a friend like you, is so amusing ! — 
Open the door, John. 

Squeez. If you'd only be so good as to pay — 
Mod. My respects to Mrs. Squeez'em ; 1 sitall take 
the first opportunity, and bring Lady Clara with me ; 
till when, adieu, my dear Mr. Squeez'em : consider 
me as your fast'friend» and be assured, that I shall al- 
ways be delighted to serve you to the very utmoidl 
extent of my ability. [JSirtY Squeez^em^ jjiH. 

Mod. So, he's gone at last; and now— 

£e-en^er Squeez'eml, l.h.. 

Squeez, But sir, before I go~ 

Modi Oh ! the devil ! 

Squeez. In short, sir, I came here to settle my ac- 
count with you, and settle my account with you I will, 
before I leave this house, or know the reason why ! 

Mod* Your account I Oh 1 very well ; in a few 
days — 

Squeeze A few days'won't do ; Fm in immediate 
want; and — • 

ifaTod. Indeed? that alters the case; and luckily I 
expect my attorney every moment, to pay me a lat^ 
legacy : so leave your address, and I'll send your 
money home directly— good morniiig. 

(Crosses to i^.h,) 

Squeez. Send the money? I can't think of troubling 
you so much i and if you expect the attorney imme- 
diately, I^U sit down, and wait till he con^s. 

(Sits down b.h.) 

Mod. (Aside.) Is there no getting rid of him ! 

Squeesf. Charming weather ! 

Mod. (Addci) Could I leave the house unper- 
ceived. (Qomg of l.h.) 

Enter Spabkus bowings l.h. 

Beath and iwes ! another creditor ! 
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Sparks Sir, I made bold— 
m[od. (4side.) I have it.— Oh! is it yoa?— 
you came in the very nick of time : wait onemoment, 
and — (fFhkpering Squeez^em.) — Do you know that 
person ? 

Squeez. Hav-n't the honor. 
MoiL That's Mc. Latitat, my attorney : he brings 
me a large legacy, andiwiU discharge your^accoant 
immediately.. 

Squeez* Oh ! dear sir !— (^«t(fe.)--H80 I shall get 
my money at last ! (Rises.) 

Mod. (Aside to Sparkle.) . Do you know that 
person ? 

Spark. Never saw him in all my life ! 
\mod. That's Mr. Lattitat, my attorney : he brings 
me a large legacy, and will discharge your bill imme- 
diately. 

Spark. Oh 4 liord sir ! it wasn't for that 1-^Aside.) 
— ^o, at last I shall get rid of this bad debt I 

Mod. Gentlemen', let me have the honor of intro- 
ducing you to each other.— <jBo90mg equalli/. to both.) 
—This, sir, is Mr. Latitat : He'll discharge all your 
demands, and I now wish you good morning. 

[_Crosses to li.H. and Exitl 
Squeez Sf Spark. Sir, your most obliged, and 
obedient humble servant. 
Spark. Won't you sit, sir ? 
Squeez. Sir, here's a chair much at your service, 
— ( They sit xrith much ceremony : a silence of some 
moments, each expecting the other to «peaA:.>-— Very 
worthy gentleman, Mr. Modish. 
Spark. None better! 

Squeez. No man's word to be mon^ depended on! 
'^(Another silence.) — suppose, sir, we proceed to 
business? 

Spark. Whenever you're ready, sir. I've a little 
bill nere — 

Squeez. (Asid^.) A little bill! May I ask the 
amount ? 
Spark. Not more than SOQO/, sin 
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Sqt^eez. (Aside.) A bank bill of 6000/.? never 
before beard of a bill to so large an amount. 

Spark. Oh ! Lord sir I I dare say Mr, Modish hai 
many larger, — bu^ if you doubt my honour — 

Squeez. Oh ! dear, no, sir I 
" Spark. If ray bill doesn't satisfy you — 

Squeez. Oh ! sir, it will more than satisfy me* 

Spark. Then permit me to — 

( Thei/ exchange their JSHb.) 

Squeez. (Reading.) " To Samuel Sparkle^ ?** 
I Spark. (Reading.) *' Account between Solomon 
Squeez'em, and" — Pr^J) sir, what am I to do witfc 
this ? 

Squeez. Discharge it, if you please. 

Speirk. Zounds ! sir, I expect you to do that for 
mine, 

Squeez. Come, come! Mr. Latitat — 

Spark. Latitat? why, you're Mr. Latitat? 

Squeez .^ No, you're Mr. Latitat ? 

Spark. Then who the devil are you ? 

Squeeze Why, Solomon Squeez'em the money** 
broker ! 

Spark. A bite, by this light I Look'ee sir, I'm Mr. 
Moaish's creditor, and I fency you are the same. 

Squeez. What, you too a creditor ? — A ch^t I aa 
impostor! 

Spark. A swindling — cringing — 

Squeez. Fawning — flattering — 

(Ringing the beUmolentl^^ h.h.) 

Spark. That's right, Mr. Squeez'em, ring away, 
and I'll help you ! — (Ringing the bell^ l.h J 

QUARTETTO.— Spark. Squbbz, John, and Skc. 

Squeez. Sf'\TinS'a'tingle! Ting-a4ingle I 
Spar. J Make the bells more loudly jingie. 

Tangle/ Jingle! Ting^a-ting ! 

Ring away^ sir ! ring ! ring ! ring I 

Enter JoBVy l.h. Mrs, Secret, r.h. 
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John St 1 Mercy on us^ what a riot! 
Sec. J Surcy he means to break the bell: 

Gheyour arms a little quiet ! 
What you want, sir, please to telL 
Squeez. Whereas your master ? 
John. He^s gone out. 

Spar A. Whereas your mistress ? 

Sec. She*s gone out. 

John 8f '\ All gone out. 

Sec. J What is all this noise about ? 

Squeez. When return they? 

Spark. Hussey, speak f 

John. Not to-night^ sir : 

Sec. Not this week ! 

P^rf^ ^}^^^ '**'* ^^^^ •* ^'^ ' fi^^ ^^My ! 

Sec^ * } ^^^ *^ ^^^^^ I-— he's mad, it's plain / 
Squeez. ^-n You shall think so, Fll assure ye, 
Spark. I When I come this way again ! 
John S(^ f'Both are out, sirs, I'll assure ye. 
Sec J t^^m/i *^ pleased to call again. 

[_Eseunt John ana Mrs. Secret, r.h., Sparkle 
and Squeez' em, l.h. 

BND OF ACT I« 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— A room at Mrs. Ormond's.-^Table and 
two chairs. 

Enter Mrs. Ormonb ondAvyE, r.h. 

Mrs. O. Nay, Anne, it must be so; I must part 
with him. 

c 



rf»^:«L.^* 



96 AICH {4.1^D 1^008. 

Anne. Part with Frank, madam ? wky you'll nevfi- 
persuade him to go, 'Ibai's certain ; Oh ! here he 
comes ! 

Mrs. O. Leave us. l_Exit Anne, i-h. 

Enter Frank, x.h. 

Frank. Anne said, madam, that you had orders 
for — 

Mrs. O. I have, Frank; tmd I give you ofders for 
the last time. 

Frank. (Starting.) Ma— ^madam ! 

Mrs. O, It grieves me to say it, my good fdilow, , 
but we must part. 

Frank. Part, madam ! — Part ? 

Mrs.O. Even so; there is unfortunately no re- 
' medy. What is due to you ? — 

{Taking out herpwrse.) 

Frank. And you really turn me away ? 

Mrs. O. Turn you away ? No ; but Pm constrained 
to dismiss you. 

Frank. Dismiss me ? — ^very well ! — do it ! — but I 
won't go ! 

Mrs. O. Nay, but, Frank — 

Frank. And you can be cruel enough to turn me 
away ? In Mr. Ormond's family have I lived forty 
years, man and boy, and now all of a sudden you turn 
me away. 

Mrs. 0. But hear me, my good fellow ! I am unable 
longer either to maintain or pay you — 

Frank. I don't want to be paid ! I don't want to 
be maintained ! I ask but to see you every morning, 
and he vassured you are in health ; I ask but to see my 

{oung master grow up the image of his father; carry 
im in my arms while he's a child, and when he's a 
man to die in Us.service ! 1 ask but this, and you re- 
fuse me ! Yet you cannot surely be so cruel ; you 
dould never really mean to drive me away. — (KneeU 
ing.) — Dear good lady, comfort me ! say yott did this 
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but to try me, say vou never really meant to part with 
your poor and feithftil Frank ! 

Mrs. O. {Affected.) Rise, rise, my good fellow ! 
Yes, yoa shall remain with me ! Bather will I endure 
any inconvenience, than pain a heart so feeling ! 

Frank. Inconvenience ? Lord bless you, madam, I 
shall rather relieve you than occasion any. I am yet 
strong and hearty; 1 can labour, can work my 
fingers to the bones in your service ; and rather than 
you or yours should want wherewithal to eat, heaven 
K)rgive me if 1 wouldn't consent to your eating me ! 

\ Exit J L.H. 

Mrs. O. Noble hearti 
Re-enter Fhavk, followed by Rivers, li.H. 

Frank. This way, sir ! — A gentleman to wait on 
you, madam. lExit, l,h. 

JRiv. When I left Eifgland, madam, you were so 
young that probably no trace remains in my cousin 
Emily's remembrance — 

Mrs. O. Is it possible ? Surely, sir, I now speak 
to Mr. Rivers. 

jRfo. Even so ; but if you recollect my story as well 
as my features, I fear you are not prejudiced in my 
favour : my juvenile follies-— 

Mrs. O. (Eagerly.) Sir, my father loved you ; 
his friends can never oe judged ImrsUy by me. 

Riv. (Aside.) What a contrast ! 

Mrs. O. But pray inform me, I fear your expedi- 
tion to the East — 

iSfo. The East, my dear lady, was sufficiently 
kind ; but on my return, a tempest swept in one mo- 
ment away the gains of eighteen painful years. 

Mrs. O. I feel for your disappointment most sin- 
cerely. 

Rio. And now were it not presumptuous-* 

Mrs. O. Presumptuous ? Oh ! my good sir ! 

Riv. Then at once ; how comes it, that your si- 
tuation differs from your brother's so stran^y ? 
G 2 
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Mrs. O. Alas! Mr. \Rivers, my husband's nature, 
generous and benevolent to excess, ultimately proved 
our ruin. He was compelled to part with his estate, 
and we retired to an humble retreat, where my be- 
loved Ormond expired. This avowal must excuse 
my not offering you that assistance, which I should 
afford you most willing, and which I much fear, 
you greatly want. But doubtless, on applying to my 
Drother — 

Riv. I haxie applied. 

Mrs* O. And the result was — 

Riv. Coldness and scorn. 

Mrs. O. Indeed ! — Oh, George 1 — Well, well ; we 
will not despond: in my poverty, I have still some 
friends, I trust, both able and willing to oblige me : 
to these will 1 recommend you ; and, as you may al- 
ready have contracted some little debts, pray make use 
of this trifle to discharge them : — if not sufficient, 
only say it, and the sum shall be encreased. 

{Offers him money.) 

Riv. Madam — cousin — Emily ! — my, now my heart 
must burst ! 

Airs. O. Let not such a trifle — 

Riv. Forgive me, dearest Emily, forgive me! — 
Here ! take it, take it, and heaven make you as happy 
with it as you deserve to be. 

( Giving her a pocket'book, which she opens,) 

Mrs. O. How? — notes! and to a large amount? — 
What can this mean ? 

Riv. It means that I deserve to be hanged, drawn, 
and quartered, for giving one moment's uneasiness to 
such a heart. I am rich, Emily^ rich 1 — Yet, I lie ; 
for all that was mine is now yours. 

Mrs. O. Amazement ! — Can this he real? 

Riv. A few hours shall convince you of its truth ; 
nor can you feel better pleased to be heiress of my 
riches^ than I feel at finding an heiress who deserv^ 
them. 

Mrs. O. Your heiress? — I heard that you were 
married, — that you had a daughter—* 
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Rw. I bad— I bid ! and that daughter,— Oh, Emi* 
ly, she was the image of her mother ; was the delight 
of my eyes, was the solitary blessing of my existence ; 
and while that one blessing was mine, I thooght that I 
possessed every other. This daughter, — this very ido- 
lized daughter, — abandoned me for a villain — and her 
father became childless ! ( Crosses /o r . u . ) 

Mrs. O. Is she, then, dead ? 

Riv. To me^ for ever ; she fled from India, doubt- 
less, with the perfidious Dorimant; and what has 
since become of her I know not, — I care not. Pr'y- 
^ thee, Emily, mention her no more. — But now to begm 
* my preparations ; for, by six o'clock, you must be 
lodged in your own house, attended by your own ser- 
vants, and ready to welcome me at your own table. 

Mrs. O. But, dear sir, this great haste — 

Rh). Oh, hang delay ; what I do, I do at once, 
and so, farewell for the present. {Crosses to l.h.) 

Mrs. O. But at least take back these notes; their 
value — 

Riv. Is trifling, when compared with that of your 

S resent ! — (Kissing it.) — But never, — no, while I 
ave life, — never will I part with this ! I'll wear it 
next my heart as a talisman ; for you gave it when * 
you could full ill afford it ; and gave it, too, from the 
noblest of motives, — compassion for the distressed, and 
respect for the memory of a father. [-EjtiY, l.h. 

Mrs. U. This event, so unexpected, so sudden ! — 
Oh, from what a weight is my bosom relieved ! — r Wil- 
liam, my dear Wiiliam! thy prospects are bright 
again ! — Hark ! Uwas his infant voice, his infant cry ! 
—Ah, my poor child ; in vain may fortune give thee 
riches ; the most precious of all treasures is lost to 
thee for ever, — a fond and virtuous father ! 

SONG. — Mrs. Ormond. 

"-4A hi/ denos.'' 

Nought avails thy plaintive crying, 

Husky dearest y hush I 
c 3 



' ^^' y. , , . 



Footsteps on the stairs ! — (Looking o# l. e 

champ's letter induced me to expect nim, and doubt- 
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Ifi the grave thy father*s lyingf 

Hushf dearest^ hush ! 

Tears and sighs in vain endeavour 

Back to call the hv^d for ever ! 

Never wilt thou see him^ never ! 

Husky dearest J hush / 

See! no tears my grief are telling, 

Hu^y dearesty hush ! 
Hark I no sighs my breast are sweUingy 
Hush, dearesty hush! 
No complaint nor murmur making. 
Nought betrays my heart is aching/ 
Yet tt^s breakingy breaking, breaking ! 
Hush, dearest, hush ! 

*L.H.) — Beau- 

^ Q exnect h 

less-— How 1 Lord Listless I 

Enter hoRD Listlsss, l.h. 

Lord L. Even he. But you seem surprised at my 
visit. 

Mrs. O. (Coldly.) Lady Clara, I suppose— 

Lord L. No ; Clara's quite out of the question : 
the thought's entirely my own, I'll assure you ; but 
don't let your Joy overpower you. 

Mrsi. <y. My joy I 

Lord L. Yes; for you must know, my dear crea- 
ture, I'm in love with you, 

Mrs. O. You, my lord ! you ! 

LordL. To distraction, 'pon my soul ! ( Carelessly*^ 

Mrs. O. I can scarcely credit my bearing ! 

LordL. And here I am, for the express purpose of 
making you proposals. 

Mrs. O. I protest, I am so surprised — 

Lord L. I've ordered my lawyer to draw up a 
handsome settlement ; and as these apartments are but 
la, la, you had better remove to my house immediately. 
La Fleur, — ^my carri^e ! — ^WiU you come ? 

Mrs. (J. {Aside.} The coxcomb! — ^My lord;^ I will 
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be candid with you. Gould I so.eaaity for^t Mr. Or* 
mond's loss, I must frankly own, thali your lordship-k 
by no means the man whom I thunk likely to make 
me happy in a second marriage* 

Lord 'L. Marriage ! my dear crea4ui:e, who said a 
word on the subject ? Nothing could be &rther from 
my thoughts, for / think marriage a great bore : don't 
you ? — Now, what I meant, was that sort of suaicabte 
arrangement, which, when we grow tired' of ea^h 
other (as I doubt not we sooa shall) may leave both at 
liberty to pursue our separate inclinations. Thus stands 
the case : you are poor, I am rieh; you are handsome, 
so am I : despise, then, the opinions of prudes and 
cynics, and sharing a splendid establishment with love 
and me, ( Yawning.y 

Mrs. O. Beyond a doubt, must be perfectly en* 
chanting ! — {Aside. )'^%Tiso\^fA coatcomb ! Yet, he's 
so absurd, that anger here would be ridiculous. 

Lord L^ Yes, I thought you.'d. like the pvoposal. 
Nay, I sbouldhave jBown to you wifjiiil; upon the urmgsiof 
Ipve a month ago, if something or other hadn't conti- 
nually driven it out of my head : and if my valet luuln't 
But me in mind of it this morning, 'pon my soul, I be- 
eve 1 shouldn't have remembered it at alL 

Mrs. O. It were better, my losd, t&at you never 
had ; for 1 cannot hold your Insolent (^ers in greater 
contempt than I do their pr(^ser. {Goings b.b) 

Lord L. Nonsense! — Come,, come, don't be. silly, 
child ! — My carriage is at the door, and I nmst posi- 
tively take you away with uie. 

Mrs. O. My lord ! — I beg — I entireatjrour^ 

Jjord L. Now, why the devil give rae all this trou- 
ble B — Nay, come you must, 'pon my soul ! 

Mrs. O. Nay, Ih^n^ — F^ank !-— Franks I say!*— 
Help! help! 

£n^er Brauchamp, li.H, 



3ea3i. {Seizing Lord Lisiles^^ imnsi him to. h^n. 
c 4 . . , 
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and disengages Mrs. Ormondy who sinks into a chair j 
li.H.) Rascal ! how dare you— Hey, the devil ! Lord 
Listless ! — ^And what brings your lordship Jiere ? 

Lord L. Poh, Beauchamp! 'tis a mere joke. Mrs. 
Ormond was alarmed without reason^ and thought 
proper — 

Beau, Without reason ? — I doubt it not; I believe 
no one has much to fear from your lordship. 

Lord. L. I don't understand that sneer ; but the 
immediate enforcement of your bond shall convince " 
you, that you, sir, at least, have something to fear 
lirom me. This will be merely a proper mode of pun- 
ishing your present conduct ; and, 'pon my som, I 
should be in a confounded rage, if being angry were 
not too great an exertion for a man of &shion. 

[£xtY, L.H. 

Beau. Mean coxcomb i — Mrs. Ormond, I fear your 
agitation — 

Mrs. O. Oh,.my tears have relieved me: — ^but how 
can I sufficiently thank you for your interference ? 

Beau. By accepting without scruple this from Zo* 
rayda. (Gioing apacket.) 

Mrs.O. And its contents are — (Opening iLy^No^ 
ble, — noble girl ! And while such is Aer-conduct, how^ 
Colonel Beauchamp, how can you justify your own, 
either to her or to yourself ? 

Beau. What should I do ? 

ilfr^. O. Can you ask me I Restwe Zorayda to vir- 
tue and her father. 

Beau. On one condition you shall be obeyed. Are- 
port has reached me, that many months are past since 
my wife expired at Turin. For that place I mean in- 
stantly to set out, anxious to ascertain the fact ; which^ 
if true, leaves me at liberty to repair my injuries to 
Zorayda; and, if false — 

Mrs. O. You will then be guided by me ? 

Beau. There is my hand : — on my honour, I wilL 
Yet, how to tell Zoi:ayda that I must leave her. 

Mrs. O. Be that my care. 

Beau. Dear Mrs. Ormond, would you but under- 
take that painful t^k-*— 
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Mrs. O. It shall be done, though not exactly by 
me : situated as I am with Lady Clara, I cannot go 
myself to her house uninvited ; but I think Mr. Rivers 
may, without impropriety, under the pretence of re- 
turning to Zorayda this now unnecessary present. 
,Beau. Unnecessary? 

Mrs, O. Rivers is in truth wealthy ; and, therefore, 
Zorayda's gift being now superfluous, I will persuade' 
him to return it to her himself; then, while express- 
ing his gratitude, he may take an opportunity of con- 
vincing her that your absence is necessary, and may 
Sress her, till the result of your enquiries shall have 
etermined her future conduct, to accept of an asylum 
in my house. 

Beau. And will you, Mrs. Ormond, — will you ha- 
zard your reputation, and — 

Mrs. O. Hush, hush! no more of this. You accept 
then my proposal ! 

Beau. With transport ! — But by heaven you are an 
angel ! — Oh, Mris. Ormond ! did all your sex think 
like you— would chastity stretch forth her hand to as- 
sist the penitent, not raise it to plunge her deeper — 
many a poor victim of imprudence now struggling 
with the billows, might easily regain the shore ! — But 
when some unhappy girl has made the first &lse step, 
branded with shame, courted by vice, and shunned by 
virtue, no wonder that she flies from remorse to the 
arms of luxury, and purchases a momentary oblivion 
to her sorrows by a repetition of the fault which 
caused them. , 

DUO. — Beauchamp and Mrs. Ormond. 

*^ fFhi/ tarries my love.^' 

Oh, shed for the lilj/, which tempests have spoirdy 

One tear for sweet charity^s sake: 
Its cup is o erfull, and its leaves jare all soiVd, 
Ana it droops^ as just ready to break. 

fFell'a^day. 
c o 
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From the earth which defiles it but raise its head up^ 

And shake from its bosom the rain ; 
And the lily no longer shall bend down its cup, 

But shall Iroe^ and he spotless again^-^ 

Many adatf! 

[^Exeunty Beauchamp l.h. and Mrs. Ormond B«n» 

SCENE II.— -4 Room at Lady Clara' s.-^Another 
is seen through folding Doors, — (Same as in Act I. 
Scene II.) 

Enter Lord Listless and Modish^ r.h. 

Lord L. A peer and a man of fashion lend money ? 
Mad, positively mad, dear Modish, or such an idea 
could never have entered your head ! 

Mod. Is it so strange, then, to expect assbtance 
from a brother ? 

Lord L. No; but uncommonly strange to expect 
money fronra man of feshion. 

Mod. Absurd, when the largeness of your income--^ 

Lord. L. Is absolutely necessary for the largeness 
of my expenditure. Ton my soul, my dear fellow, I 
could almost imagine, that you have quite forgotten 
how absolutely necessary it is for a man in my situa* 
tion to keep up a certain style; to have horses he 
never rides, houses he never inhabits, and mistresses 
he scarcely knows by sight. In short, these unneces- 
lary necessities are so innumerable, that I am myself 
much straitened in my circumstances, and mean to 
insist immediately upon the payment of Beaucbamp's 
bond. 

Mod.^ How, Lord.Listless ! that bond which — but 
this is foreign to the subject : — will you oblige me with 
the sum I mentioned ? 

Lord L. I can't, 'pon my soul ! 

Mod. Say rather, you woh%' I shall be better 



Lord L. Shall you ? Then, I won't, 'pon my soul I 
Mod. I've done. If you can justify to yourself this 
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conduct towards so near a relation as Lady CLira, and 
a man whom yoa call your friend,^ 

LordL. Friends ! relations ! — ridicuIouiU My dear 
Modish, you surely forget that I'm a citizen of the 
world, an universal philanthropist : and as to my na- 
tural friends and relations, I don't care thai— (&fap- 
ping his fingers) — for them all put togethei:, 'pon ^ly 

soul! [i^^fV) ^.H. 

Mod, Contemptible ! — Yet, how dare I arraign his 
conduct, when 1 remember how little did compasaion 
sway my own this morning to poor Rivers. But now 
what resource is left me ? By this lighA^ I Hnow of 
none, except my leaving England for ever. — And why 
should that thought cost me one sigh of regret I or 
who at my departure will shed one tear of real sorrow ? 

SONG.— Modish. 

From the Poem of^' Childe Harold.'' 

Ah ! who would heed the seeming sighs 

Of wife or paramour ? 
New loves will dry those bright blue eyesy 

We now see streaming o'er. 
For pleasures past I do not grieve^ 

Nor perils hovering near,- 
My deepest sorrow «>, to lea:ve 

No thing that claims a tear. 

With thee, my barky Fll swiftly go 

Athwart the foaming brine; 
Nor heed what land you bear me to, 

So not again to mine. 
Welcome^ welcome^ye dark-blue waves; 

And when you fail my sight. 
Welcome, ye deserts and ye caves, 

My native landy good-night. ^Exit, e.h. 

Enter John and Miss CHATTERALii, b.h. 
Miss Chat. Let Lady Clara know that I am here. 

\_ExU JohHy E.H. 

c 6 



86 RICH AND POOR. 

Enter Walsingham^ r.h.s.e.^ 

• 

Miss Chat. Oh, lord, Mr. Walsingham ! 

fFals. Oh, lord, Miss Chatterall ! 

Miss Chat. I've got such a story to tell youT . 

Wals. ^^ A story to tell?" — I dare say you have. 

Miss Chat. .Do you know Miss Hloomly ? 

Wak. Only by character. 

Miss Chat. Then you know the worst of her, for 
her character's monstrous shocking, that's the truth 
on't. But, would you believe it ? — She's crooked ! — 
How comical, an't it ? 

Wals. Crooked! Impossible. 

Miss Chat. Oh, but her most intimate friend told 
me so just now with her own mouth. 

fFais. Her friend ! — A pretty sort of a friend, by 
my honour ! 

Miss Chat. Nay, but Mr. Walsingham, there was* 
no harm in telling it to me, for she knew very well it 
would go no further. 

fFals. Did she ? Then I pronounce her a most 
learned lady, for she knows what no other person in 
London does, man, woman, or child. 

(Crosses to l.h.> 

Miss Chat. Well but, now, don't repeat this story, 
I beg ; for nobody else knows it ; and I only mean to 
tell it to Lady Clara, and a few particular friends, un- 
der a profound promise of secrecy. 

fTals. There you are quite right : whenever you 
wish a malicious report to circulate, you should always 
relate it as an inviolable secret : tell a fine lady a scan- 
dalous anecdote, under a promise of secrecy, and J'll 
be bound that it's known all over London within four- 
and- twenty hours after. [Exity l.h. 

Miss. Chat. I declare, now, he doesn't believe a 
word of it, and that's monstrous provoking ! However, 
I hope it will still serve to break off Miss Bloomly's 
marriage with young Flash. Well, 1 protest, I can't 
conceive how it is that every body contrives to get 
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married except myself! I^m sure, 1 do all in my pow- 
er; grudge no expense in fans, feathers, cold cream^ 
pearl-powder, and bloom of oriental lilies ; and it was^ 
outlast week, that I paid the lord knows what fora new 
pair of the very best arched eye-brows ! Vet, all won't 
do ; and I'm sure it's — it's cursed provoking, so it is 1 

Enter Zorayda, l.h. 

Ob, Miss Mandeville, do you know — 

^or, Alas ! Yes, Miss Chatterall ; I know it but 
too well! 

Miss Chat, Do you? Oh, gemini! — Who could 
have told you ? 

JZor. The town talks of nothing else : at first, in- 
deed, I wouldn't believe thestory ; but the redness of 
your eyes proves it to be but^oo well-founded. 

Miss Chat. The redness of my eyes ! — Dear, what 
can you mean ? 

Zor. I'm sure, I pity you sincerely ; but how could 
you be so imprudent ? How could you think of going 
m your own carriage to the place where your little boys 
are nursed ? 

Miss Chat. My little boys ! 

Zor. Nay, it's too late to pretend ignorance; I 
know the story but too well. 

Miss Chat. Do yon ? Then pray let me know it 
too ; for let me die if this isn't the first word I ever 
beard of it. 

Zor. Nay, this is carrying the jest too far; since 
every body knows you were married in St. Martin's 
church to a serjeant of the guards, of the name of Bra- 
zen, on the 17th of last June, at five-and-thirty mi- 
nutes past eleven, odd seconds ; and that you have at 
this moment two fine little boys at nurse with Mrs. 
Mum, No. 9, Paradise Row, three doors from the red 
lamps and green railing. Why, dear me, every.bo- 
dy knows it as well as 1 do 1 

Miss Chat. Oh, mercy ! — ^What ! / marry a ser- 
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j«afit in tke guards I I have fine Uttle boys ! I visit a 
vulgar Mrs. Mum I Oh, horrid ! Oh^ monstrous ! 

(Crosses to i^.h.) 

Zor. Really, Mrs. Brazen — 

Miss Ckat. ©oo't call me Mrs. Brazen ! — 1 won't 
be called Mr& Brazen ! (Crosses to r.h.> 

Zor. Nay, Uis a disagreeable situation, I own, and 
I declare I pity you extremely. 

3Iiss Chat. Don't pity me, Miss ! — (Crosses to l . ii,) 
— I won't bear to be pitied ! There's not a syllable of 
truth in the story, and I'm surprised you could believe 
such a thing. 

Zor. Ob, hut I had it from your friend, Mrs. 
Blab-all ; and you ^^ believe all the scandal she talks 
to be gospel." 

Miss Chat. Mr$. Blab-all \ k malicious creature ! 
But I always thought her a very bad woman ! I'll go 
this moment, and tell her^ — But even if this story 
were true, I don't understand, Miss, why you should 
talk to me about it, of all people in the world ! 

T^r. Dear! I thought talking over the subject 
would console you ! Did not you go this mpmlDg to 
Lady Cogwell, on purpose to talk over the story of her 
. cheating? 

Miss Chat. Yes, but I did that merely to teaze her. 

Zor. Did you ? Then I vow and protest that^s tbe 
very reason why I did this! 

Miss Chat. Indeed ! Then, let me tell you. Miss — 

Zor. Come, Miss Chatterall, even make yourself 
easy. After all, this story of the serjeaiit is simply an 
experiment of mine, to ascertain how you would bear 
being the heroine of such an anecdote, as i have fre- 
quently heard you relate of others ; and I trust it will 
convince you, that murdering characters Li not an 
amusement quite so harmless as you and your ac- 
quaintance seem to think it.(l) 

(1) I am told that there is a speech very like the one ahave, irt the 
'^ School for Scandal/' but I do not recoUect U mpeU, 
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Miss Chat. Very well, Miss I Very well ! But 
since you think proper to take such liberties witb-*- 

^or. Nay, nay, either be calm, or excuse my leav- 
ing you ; since, if the storm must rage, I prefer, infi- 
nitely, hearing it at a distance. 

BALLAD. — Zo r ayd a . 

" Cease, rude Boreas.^* 

Still this tempest J wildly ragingy 

Liist^ fair lady y list to me: 
Let my prayers ^ your wrath assuagingy 

Calm your bosom's stormy sea. 
Anger now would sure be silly ^ 

Nothing should your peaceMestroy^ — 
While you think on little Billy ^ 

Serjeant BrazetCs ozm sweet boy, 

[J^JTfV, R.H. 

Miss Chat. A saucy chit ! I protest, she has so flur- 
ried me, that I dare say, just now, I look as hideous 
a» herself !— And here^s somebody coming, too 1 — I'll 
step into the next room, and settle myself before the 
glass. (Retires through m.d.) 

Enter John, l.h. followed by Rivers. 

Riv. Say to Miss Mandeville, that a gentleman has 
a message from Mrs. Ormond. — [^Exit John^ through 
M.D.]j — I feel not a little embarrassed at entering upon 
a business so delicate. How the deuce shall I open the 
conversation ? — ^Nay, there's no time for reflection, for 
here comes the lady. 

3Iiss Chat. (Advancing from m.d. and looking at 
him through her eye-glass.) Um ! a stranger! — And 
really, a personable man. — I'll accost him, — If you 
wisli> sir, to see Lady Clara, — ,(Comes down r.h.) 

Riv. No, madam ; my business is with you. My 
name is Rivers, and I come here authorized by Colonel 
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Beaucthainp, to converse with you on a very delicate 
subject. — (Aside.) — Well, hang me, If I can see an 
atom of the youth and beauty which Mrs. Ormond 
praised so highly ! 

Miss Chat. By Beauchamp, did you say, sir ? By 
Colonel Beauchamp ? 

Riv. You seem surprised, madam; but suffer me 
to say, that Beaucharap's attachment to you — 

Miss Chat. Attachment to me ! — I'm sure, if he 
ever had any, he kept it a profound secret. 

JRiv. Ah, madam, you flatter yourself! In spite of 
his precautions, that secret is now so well known, 
that things can no longer remain as they are, and some 
change in your situation ought to take place as soon 
as possible. I trust, madam, you are of my opinion. 

Miss Chat. Why, really, sir — ^to say the truth — I 
can't deny that I am rather of your way of thinking. 
But, as Colonel Beauchamp has a wife — 

Riv. That wife, he has great reason to believe, ex* 
ists no longer. 

Miss Chat., (Looking pleased.) Indeed! Dear, sir, 
but that quite alters the case, you know. 

Riv. It does : and should this event be ascertained, 
his hand will immediately be offered, where his heart 
has long been given. — (Aside.) — Well, there cer« 
tainly is no accounting for tastes ! 

Miss Chat. Lord, sir! — Dear, sir! — (Aside.)-^ 
Thank heaven, then, I shall be married, after all ! 

Riv, But should Mrs. Beauchamp still be living — 

Miss Chat, (Sighing.) Then, sir, there's an end 
of the whole business ! 

Riv. True, madam, and I rejoice that you feel the 
necessity : it emboldens me to say, without further ce- 
remony, that in case of your not marrying Beau- 
champ, all your friends think it right that you should 
set off immediately for India. 

Miss Chat. For India ! — Lord, sir, what should 
I do there ? 'Why must I needs be packed off to India, 
because I can't marry Colonel Beauchamp ? 

Riv. My dear madam, 'tis absolutely necessary,— 
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and as Mrs. Ormond is confident that Colonel Beau- 
champ is the only person who has ever been particular 
to you — 

miss Chat. (Tossing her head.) Indeed, sir ? Upon 
my word then she's very much mistaken. A fi^reat 
many people have been quite as particular as Colonel 
Beauchamp, I can assure her. 

Hiv. How ! a great many ? 

Miss Chat. Yes, sir : fifty at least. 

Mrv. Zounds, madam ! fifty ? 

Miss Chat, Bless me, sir ; what b there so strange 
in that ? Why, if I don't marry for a year, 1 dare say 
there'll be fifty more. 

lUvs The devil there will 1 — ^Then, madam, your 
going to India — 

Miss Chat. I'd as soon go to the moon, sir ! — 
What, leave London, dear London, and the gay 
world, the dear gay world ! The very thought onH is 
quite odious and execrable, and all that, sir, an't it ? 

Hiv. But, madam, madam, should your marriage 
not take place, can you think it proper that Beau« 
champ's attachment to you should last ? 

Miss Chat. No, to be sure I don't. The man is 
certainly well enough for a man ; but if he breaks 
with me, I don't despair of finding as good to supply 
bis place. 

Siv. By heaven, this is too much I — Hear me, thou 
lost unhappy creature ! 

Miss Chat. Oh ! Lord bless me, whaf sthe matter ? 

Riv. Are ' you then indeed so dead to shame— But 
I abandon you to those sorrows which cannot &il to 
arise from principles so depraved ! 

Miss Chat. How ? What ? — Sir, how do you dare — 

JRiv. Yet I thank you for not preserving the mask 
before me. I can now open Mrs. Ormond's eyes, and 
shall insist upon her taking no further notice of a wo- 
man, who has not only broken down the pale of virtue, 
but who glories in the breach ! Oh ! fie upon you ! 

Miss Chat. I ? — 1 ?— Oh ! monstrous ! — (Ringing 
the bell violently.) — Who waits there ?-;-Lady Clara ! 
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Mr. Modist ! wlioie are you, Mr. Modish ?— Oh, I 
I shall burist with rage ! 

{Throwing herself into a chair^ R.n.) 

EfUer La0T Claba, r.h. 

JLadj/ C. For heaven's sake, why is all this noi^? 

Miss Chat. {Rises,) Oh ! Lady Clara, I've been so 
shocked and insulted by that odious man in the black 
scratch. 

Ladj/, C Mr. Rivers here again I - ' 

Riv. £ven he ; but 1 shall intrude upon your lady- 
ship no longer, than while I return this packet to 
Miss Mandeville, and with it my thanks. 

(Rivers goes to tahle^ and puts letter down : af- 
terwards ^ets L.H.) 

Miss Chat. Miss Mandeville ? so then it^s for her 
sake that I've suffered all these insults ! but I'll be re- 
venged. Lady Clara, depend on't, I know her whole 
story, and to-morrow's newspaper shall serve it up at 
every fashionable breakfast table in town; where 
" Philanthropus" shall cry out shame upon her I '^ an 
ittdignant observer" pull her to pieces without mercy, 
and while one paper torments her with ^' Gentle 
Hints" another sfaiEtll pester her to death with ^< Friend- 
ly Remonstrances." — (Crosses to Rivers.) — Your 
servant. Lady Clara. — Stand-out of my way— fellow. 
(Passes Rivers and exit l.h.) 

Lady C. I'm amazed at you, Mr. Rivers, what 
you can mean by this conduct ? — 

Rw. A time may come when your ladyship may not 
be perfectly satisfied with your own; but howevec 
great may then be your contrition, remember that I 
DOW bid you an eternal &,TewelL^(Qoingy he meats 
Beauchampj l.h. and starts back. )^-:Tioxim^ut^ by 
heaven. '\ 

Beau. Ha ! Mortimer here 1 S 

Riv. (Seizins him.) Where is mychiid? What 
place conceals her ? Answa*, or I spurn you at my 
foot ! .i 
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Lady C Bles3 me, Beaiichamp, what means— 

Rio. Beauchamp ? — Ha ! then my poor girl is al- 
read^^ abandoned, abandoned for yon coquette ! But 
this is no place for — (Crosses to l.h.) — You shall 
hear from me soon, sir ;-— and till he does hear from 
me, sit thou heavy on his soul, curse of a distracted 
fiither. lExity l.h. 

Lady C. Why, what can the fellow — 

Beau. Oh! Lady Clara, I shall go mad! 'Tis 
Mortimer ! 'tis the rich East-Indian, who — 

Liody C. Lord, no ! That is Rivers, our poor rela- 
tion, who—- 

Beau. Oh ! no, no, no ! I know him but too well ! 
But why do I linger here ? Til follow him, and either 
perish by his hand, or obtain from him Zoraychi's 
pardon ! \Exity l.h. 

Lady C Mortimer ? I protest I'm frightened out 
of my senses I 

Enter Modish, r.h. 

Mod. Ha ! Lady Clara, you seem agitated ? 
Lady C. Something has happened which— But Til 
know the truth pf it this .moment. 

Enter Sbcrbt, l.h. . 

Lady C. Secret, let one of Mrs.Ormond's servants 
be sent for instantly. 

Sec. Frank is below, my lady ; but be^dng your 
pardon, I think he's a little intozlicated with liquor. 

Lady C. No matter, send him hithen 

[^Esk Secret^ h.u. 

Mod. But what can possibly-^ 

Lady C. You shall hjaow au presently.-— Oh, here 
he comes. 

Enter Mrs. Sbcrkt with Frank, l.h. who appears 
hcdf drunk. 

Frank. Huzza 1 the East Indian for ever 1 huzza ! 
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Sec. Hush, hush, Frank ! Don't you see — 

iocfy C. Come nearer, Frank. — {Frank crosses to 
Lady Clara.y-Prdiy does your lady know Mr. Ri- 
vers ? 

Frank. Know him ! Aye, that she does, heaven 
bless him ! — By your asking, I suppose by this* time 
your ladyship knows him too ! Nay, he did take you 
in finely, that's the truth on't. 

Lady C. The fellow's tipsy! 

Frank. No, ma'am, Mrs. Secret's not tipsy ; that's 
not it. But upon my soul, ma'am, I can't tell you 
the story properly, if you keep turning round and 
round in that comical manner. 

Mod. Took her in, say you ? (Crosses to Frank.) 

Frank. Yes, and your honour too, saving your pre- 
sence. Why he's the great rich monstracious nabob, 
Mortimer ! He's the East Indian ! Huzza 1 the East 
Indian for— 

Sec. (Putting her hand before his mouth.) Hush ! 
hush, fellow ! 

Mod. Howl Mortimer? 

Lady C. And — and is he so very rich ? 

Frank. Oh ! not so very rich. His servant, indeed, 
Mr. Yambo-Zing, assured me he had brought over 
whole bushels of godas, and pecks of blue peas ! But, 
for all his boasting, I don't believe he's worth above 
two or three millions at most. 

Lady C. Millions ? oh mercy ! 

Mod. Confusion ! 

Frank. But " honest Frank," says he, " all I have 
is your lady's," '< Oh ! that made me mortal happy ! 
^ — ^And then, says he, "honest Frank, Lady Clara 
shan't have a birthing on't." Oh ! that made me a 
mortal deal happier !-^Huzza ! huzza ! The East In- 
dian for ever ! Huzza ! 

Sec. Hush ! Hush ! 

Mod^ See, madam, see what your insensibility has 
thrown away. 

Lady C. My insensibility, sir ! oh, monstrous ! I, 
whose nerves are so delicate, that — (Crosses to l.u.) 
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MoS. Madam, madam, you -have committed the 
&iilt — yoa must repair it. Go this moment to my 
sister's, entreat her to intercede for us with Mr. Ri- 
vers, and either bring home his pardon, or never hope 
for mine. [£xtY, r.h. 

Lady C. Well, very well ! Secret, my shawl !— 
[JEriY Secret y l.h.] — I could cry for vexation! to be 
.so imposed upon ! Now I warrant while the fellow was 
asking for half a crown, his pockets were stuffed with 
pearls and diamonds, and his odious black scratch had 
been papillotted with bank-notes ! Oh ! it's enough to 
drive one mad. [^Exit li.H. 

Frank. What ? gone ? and left me alone in their 
own house ? My eyes, what low breeding ! 

JEnter Mrs. SECRkr^ who crosses the stage from l.h. 

to R.H. 

Sec. John ! John, I say ! 

Frank. Mrs. Secret ! sweet Mrs. Secret, stay, and 
hear what I've got to sa3^ to you ! 

Sec. Psha ! I don't mind what you say. 

Frank. No ? then stay and^ hear what I've got to 
sing to you. 

Sec. Oh ! I've no time to hear you sing, fellow ! 
John, John ! I say ! [_Exit^ r.h. 

Frank. Haven't you ! Well, then, I've time to hear 
myself sing, — and as a man who's drunk sees a dozen 
' candles, where a man who's sober sees but one, so 
where a man who's sober would sing but one song, I 
being drunk will sing a dozen — aye, and all at once 
too t — there's for you ! — I wonder whether e'er a 
man in this house could do as much ? Not one, I 
warrant ; so hold up your head, little Frank, and here 
goes— huzza ! The East Iqdian for ever ! Huzza ! 
Huzza ! Huzza I 

MEDLEY.— Frank. 
fTith an air 
Debonair^ 
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I inHruct the ladies >• 

Susemj Janey and Kitty ^ 

Lekely^ fair^ and witty y 

I contrive to hit ye,— 

Come awaVy come away to the wedding; 

There will be tilting there^ 

For Janets to be married to-morrow 

To a regiment of Irish dragoons. 

And they were quartered in Derby y O ! 

The captain fell in love 

With a hng'taUed pigj or a short'tailed pig. 

Or a pig with a curly tail ; 

A sow^pig f 

No : Uwas a boar^pig^ 

fTho kissed and who prattled with Jifty fair maids. 

And who changed them as oft do you see : 

But of all the fair damsels who dance on the green. 

The maid of the mill for me ; 

The maid of the mill, the maid of the mill. 

She cut her petticoats all above her knees, fal, lal, 

la, S^c. . 
She began to freeze, and she began to cry, 
*^ OA, says the little woman, " Sure it canU be 1/ 
But if 1 be I^ as I suppose I be, 
Fve a little dog at home who shewed me a pattering 

tail. 
That joy would soon return ; 
But, ah ! no tears prevail. 
For Love was made an apothecary : 
But no matter for that, 
It all comes as pat, 
It all comes as pat as it can; 
But for shaving and tooth'drawing, 
Bleeding, cabbagmg, and sawing, 
Dicky Gossip, Dicky Gossip is the man ! 
Dicky Gossip is the man, Dtcky Gossip is the man 
To love a lass, 

As the cedar tall and slender/ 
Sweet cowslips grace 
Her nominative case, — 
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Andy if you please j FU end here. 

[^Eant li.H. staggering. 



END OF ACT II. 



ACT III. 



SCENE l.—At^ Lad}/ Clara's.— A chamber^ with 
practicable door in centre. 

Enter Secret and Miss Chatter all, l.h. 

Miss Chat. Your lady out ? — How provoking ! — 
But I'll not go without seeing her, I'm resojTed ; for 

Eor thing, this shocking accident must have agitated 
r nerves terribly. 

Sec. Accident ? Oh ! Gemini^ Miss ! what acci- 
dent ? 

Miss Chat. Nay, it's no mystery, child I It's known 
all over the town, that Colonel Beauchamp and Lord 
Listless quarrelled this morning at Mrs. Ormond's ; 
jealousy of the lady's favours, it seems, was the cause ; 
and things ,went so far, that at length Beauchamp 
snatched up a blunderbuss, which happened to be 
lying on Mrs. Ormond's breakfitst table, and — 

Sec. Oh ! the goodness ! — ^Bot la ! how unlucky, 
that Mrs. Ormond should happen to have a blunder- 
buss lying on her breakfast-table! 

Miss Chat. Very unlucky indeed, child ; but as I 
was saying, he instantly shot Lord Listless through 
the body, and the poor dead man lies at this moment 
at the point of death ! 

Sec. Why, then, ma'am, I verily believe that the 
poor dead man lies at this moment on the soft in the 
blue drawing-room, and as the door 'is open, you may 
see bim from hence yourself. 

Miss Chat. Hey ?— I protest, and so he does 1— 
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Well, Vm vastly glad there's no truth in the story, and 
I'll — (Crosses to b.h.) — ^go and congratulate Mias 
Mandeville on the occasion — for her attachment to 
Beauchamp, as you know very well, Mrs. Secret — 

Sec. I know indeed ? Oh ! the lathers ! I'd have 
you to know. Miss, that I knows what I knows, and 
never says nothing to nobody : so there's no use in 
pumping me, I'll assure you, Miss. 

SONG. — Mrs. Secrbt; 

My mother did one fule bequeath^ 

Which still has been my creed: 
^Tweis^^^Keep your tongue within your teeth j 

Andj girly you must succeed. — 
My master and my ladyjight 

lAhe dog and caty Fve heard / 
Buty false or true^ or wrong or right ^ 

I never said one word ; 

For Fm mum ! 3IisSy mum I 

Ifs now a twelvemonth past and gone, 

(I know the time fult well) 
Since Jirst I heard our tutler, John, 

His tender passion tell. 
His vows of truths his lovc'sick rhymes, ^ 

In silence still I heard; 
And, though he ki$sed me twenty times, 

I never said one word :' 

For Fm mum f Miss, mum ! 
[^Exeunt y Secret I..H. and Miss ChatteraU r,h. 

Enter Lord Listless and Fripokeau, m.jd. 

Liord 2/. The writ was executed, you say ? 

Frip. Oui, my lor. 

Lord L. Good ! but unluckily Beauchamp has 
jBriends, who won't leave him in prison long. — ^Now 
could I find some lasting means of revenging myself 
on the puppy.— What say you, Monsieur ? 
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Frip^ MaisvoyoQS, my lot, Toyons! Suppose — 
suppose you carry off Mademoiselle Mandeville ? 

Lord L. I carry her off? — Why should I take so 
much trouble ? 

Frip. You not see? — Beauchamp love Mademoi- 
selle k la folie ; but ven all of too sudden she disap* 
Sar, be vil swear, vil cry, vil go distract ; and ven 
ademoiselle Mandeville been two tree day wid your 
lordship, serviteur k la reputation de Mademoiselle 
Mandeville. 

Lord L, Vm\ the idea would be tolerable if it 
were not that afterwards Beauchamp might take it 
into his bead to cut my throat. — ^Now that I shouldn't 
like, because you know it would dirty my neckcloth : 
that would be a bore. — But then how to get hold of 
her, monsieur ? 

Frip. Oh c'est bien facile ! your sedan is dere in 
de hail, and as mademcHselle go out, or as she come 
in, I vip her into de sedan, de chairmen vip her up, 
your lorship vip her avay ; et voila qu'elle est prise, 
pardi ! 

Lord L. Urn ! could this be done quietly, and 
in a proper way— for a bustle always bores me, 'pon 
my soul ! * 

Enter Walsingham, jl.h. 

fFals. How, in close consulation, my lord ? Per- 
haps I intrude ? 

Lord L, Oh I by no means ; I've a little business 
indeed, which — 

fFals. A secret ? 

Lord L. Um ! you might serve me in it, if it were 
not — 

fP^als. (Crosses to Lord L.) My dear lord, too 
pyif— 
^ord L, And you'll be silent ? 

TVals. As a concealed author, whose play has just 
been damned. I give you my word I and now — 

Lord L. You must know, then, I'm on the point 
of eloping with a certain young lady — 
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-M^als. You ? Andliaveyoiia cfa^se^amtfoltf r^dy i 

Lord Ld. Nik but I've a sedaa chair at the door« 

WcU. A sedaa ? Faitb^ that^s new r-^Well^ yoih'U 
order your chair to Gretna Green, I hope ? 

IjcyrJLL. 0\k\ ypuinistake the business : the lady in 
qu^ion i& in kwe with a > fellow^ who boces mei into- 
letably; aodlcanry Q£f his mistress^ merely iar the 
sake of ^plaffuing .him« 

Wah^ Mexely for the sakeofplagioing him ! 

Lord Li. Nothing else, 'pon my soul J The idea's 
goody aa't it ? 
. Wvk. Good ? it's excelknt ! 

LordJL; Now the only difficulty is, how to entice 
her to. the sjpot where my servants will be waiting, for 
her ; and if any friend—* 

fFals' Entice her ! — then she's not apprised of the 
honour intended her by your lordship ? 

LordL. Hasn't the most distant idea of it; and^ 
in iact, ht^tes me like the deviL 

Wals. Zounds 1 my lord, but that niakes the joke 
a great deal better ! — ^And could you possibly doubt 
my assisting so honourable a design ? 

LordL. Why, to tell the truth, the lady is no other 
tfian Miss Mandeville ; and as you are beauchamp's 
fiiend — 

Wah. Pshaw! what does that signify? — Isn't he 
a commoner, an't you a peer ? Isn't he poor^ an't you 
rich ? Isn't he an old friend, an't you anewacquaini- 
tance ? And can you. doubt which of the two I should 
prefer serving? — My dear lord, pray judge. a little 
more of me by yourself ! 

Ltord JL. (Aside, ) A sensible fellow^ 'pon miy soul ! 

Wals. Therefore only let your chair and servants 
berej^y— 

Lord L. Oh ! monsieur shall take care of that. — 
Friponeau, attend this .gentleman, conduct Miss Man- 
deville to my house, and when she amves, wake me»-— 
[Exit FfiponeaUy l.h.] — Good evening, Walsing-. 
nam, 'pon^ my soul — a—ra — a — extremely obliged to 
you — am indeed — a-rr-a — 'pon my soul ! [Exity m.]>. 
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tFals. Go tfay ways, thou prince of pappi^sr^l But 

ndw^-to mar his scheme upon Zorayda, and if possible 

et him into a scrape, of which he little dreams.«-^Ha ! 

By alt my hopes,' yonder's the very woman !•— Hist ! 

Hist! Miss Chatterall! 

Bnfef Mkss CHATTBil^ALC, B.H. 

Mis^ Chat: Mr. Walsingham, didn't you^— 

Wals. Hush! speak softlj! My dear lady, I've 
just discovered the most atrocious plot 1 

Miss Choi. £h ! what ? agaipst me ! 

TVeJs. Against you! 

Miss Chat'. Oh ! goodness defend mel 

Wals. And am come to caution ycMi' not to venture 
home without sufficient protection. 

Miss Chat, Dear me ? and why ? 

Wals. The infiimous agents of a certaiil ndbleman 
are waiting, near the great do6r for the express^ pur* 
pose of carrying you off. 

Miss Chat. Lord bless me ! 

WcJs. And though I wdl know your viHue to be 
proof against either force or artifice-— 

Miss Chat. Undoubtedly — 4 

fFals. Vet, as this afiair would make such a dis- 
turbance — 

Miss Chat. Terrible ! 

iFdlsl A^d render you the subject ^f general ani- 
madversion-^ 

Miss Chat. Execrable! 

Wals. The consequences would be, that either your 
friends must fight a duel on your acoount^^ 

Miss Chat* Tremendous! 

Wals. Or you quiet the business by a marriage 
with his lordship; 

Miss Chat. Channing— Monstrous I mean ! 

Wals. The best thing you can do^ thei)efore is to 
send for a guard — 

Miss Chat. I'll do it instantly — 

' Wals. Return bome.tinder its>protectioB — 
D 2 
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Miss Choi. With the utmost diligence — 
Wals. And above all, take care not to approach 
the peat entrance. 

Miss Chat. 1 approach it ?— Oh I Mr. Waking- 
ham, I'd rather die than advance a single step to- 
wards it ! Good evening, and a thousand Ihanks. 
[^Exeunt Miss Chatterall, r.h. Walsingham, m.d. 
(A pause^ after which Miss C. puts in her head^ 
looks round cautiously y then hurries across the 
stage from r.h. and exit l.h.) 

Re-enter Walsimghah, laughingy from m.d* 

Wals. Bravo, charming, excellent — so my plot has 
taken effect. Now if her friends can but persuade 
Lord Listless to repair her injuries by marriage, (and 
I know he has no great fondness for fighting) the 
breed will be excellent, and I shall immediately put 
in my claim for a puppy ! But as to fighting' — what a 
bore ! [^Mimicking. — Exit^ l.h* 

SCENE IV—Mrs. Ormond's^ 

Enter Modish, Mrs. Ormond, and Ladt Clara, 

L.H. 

Mrs. O, Nay, dear George, these excuses are su- 
perfluous. Whatever cause of complaint I may have 
had, believe me, my brother's interest can never cease 
to be dear to me ; and if my influence with Mr. Rivers ~ 
can obtain your pardon — 

Lady C. You will use it ? Let me die now, but 
that's vastly kind. — But indeed I always said, that 
ybu were the best-natured creature in the world. 

Mrs. O. Will use it, Lady Clara ? I ha:De used it, 
and I hope not without effect. Besides, George, it 
was not lost upon your cousin, that at one moment 
your heart melted towards him ; when, unluckily. 
Lady Clara — 

iHidy €« Oh ! but really it will be very unjust in 



^ 



RICH AND POOB. 03 

him Xxi be angry with me on thai acobunt ! every 
body, you know, is liable to be mistaken ; I'm sure I 
made the best guess I could, and heaven can witness 
I'd have given the poor dear man any thing in the 
world, if 1 had but known that he was in want of no- 
thing. 

Mrs. p. Upon my word I believe you, Lady Clara. 

Mod. But while you thus kindly plead fi>r me to 
Mr. Rivers, who, my dear Emily, shall plead for me 
to yourself? my long neglect of yonrseli^ of your in- 
fant— 

Mrs. O. Is forgotten in this embrace^ and for ever ! 
Dear George, we have all our failings, and how can 1 
hope from an indifferent world indulgence for miney 
if I cannot myself forgive the errors of a brother. ' 

Mod. My kind, my generous sister ! 
; Liady C. And now, dsar Mrs. Ormond, do tell me 
— when can we see this dear beggar ? ' » 

Mrs. O. He is writing just now ; but perhaps in a 
few minutes— {Loud knocking^ l. h . ) 

Mod. Hey-day ! what's all this ? 

Miss Chat. (fFtlhoUt.) I must and will see her, I 
tell you! > 

Mod. Miss Chatterall t and why in such, haste ? 

Enter. Miss Cuattbiiall, l.h. 

Miss Chat. Oh! Lady Clara I— (Crowes ^o Mrs: 
Ormond.)— Ohy Mrs. Ormond!— I shall faint. Lady 
Clara, I shall certainly faint. 

Lady C. Faint ! Why, what has alarmed you ? ' 

Mod, Aye, aye !— all thinss in order ; tell your 
story first, and faint afterwards. 

Miss Chat. Oh ! your brother, Lady Clara I your 
vile brother ! — I can't speak for passion I : 

JLady C. What has he'dohe ? ; 

Miss Chat. What indeed? Why he has— he has 
— (Bursting into tears.) — he has. carried me off, and 
all that, in a sedan chair !*-So he has !— How mon- 
strous ! wasn't it? 

d3 



^ AieH AND FOOtt^ 

A^^^^ Carried you oflFi— Mercy, why should he 

Mod. Ayej why indeed I-^Oh, I dott't believe a 
word on*t. 

Mm Chat. NotJbelieve it ?— Oh, gemini !.-^«t it^» 
verjrtrue, though ;^{Crosses toModish.)^^^ndwhsLVs 
wore, sir,— what's more, Vm almost morally certain 
you re oBe of his accomplices ! 

JtfiMf. I !— Oh, fie, Miss Obattc^^ 

-4& Oh, fie, fie, fie! 

Miss Chat. Fie, indeed! fie!_Oh, that ever I 
»*^d live to be fied!— (O-owe^ to Lady Clara.)— 
JUwhr Clara, as I hope to be married, I was carried 
by twee to your brother*^ house this evening; and 
when he first handed me out of the sedan, to give the 
devU his due, 1 must say, he was civil enough ; but as 
joon as he saw that 1 was I, and nobody but myself, 
he yawned in myfece, said I was a great bore, put me 
mto the chair, bade the men box me up 4%bt, and 
Without saying another: syllable, sent me back ag^n I 
Mow disagreeable, wasn^t ii^— {Crying bitterh/.y^ 
Jljever, — no, surely never befixe, was such an msalt 
offered to virtue, delicacy, and the first cousin of an 
Irish peer \— {Crosses to l. H;)-^But, III be revenged I 
i 11 to my lawyer's, and have an action for burglary 
brought against him without delay; and if the law 
won't do me right, I warrant my Irish uncle. Sir Blar- 
^y O' Blunderbuss will !r-Oh, heUl come to my as- 
s^?tence, good soul, at the first word; will insist oa 
his lordship's repairing by marriage the injury doTC 
my reputation ; and nlien I once find myself his wife, 
Mb, what a miserable wretch I'll make him ! 

Mod. iLmiBhing.) Poor Miss ChatteraUl 

Lady C. VTell, now, I declare, I jwity her vastly t 

Mod. Pity her! for what? 

Lady C. Why, for her never«ending disappoint- 
ing 



Mod. Salher envy her for her never-dying hope.^ 
Once married, she would have attained her oWect,^ and 
have lost all pleasure of parsuit ^Crosses to Lady C) 
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SONG.-^MoDisH. 

In yonder bower lies Pleasure steepingy 
jfM near him mourns a bhotning maid/ 

Be^Slnot ioakeyond ghe sits weepings 
Wken lo! a stranger proffers aid : 

ERs hurried steps, his glance offire. 
The sod of wishes wild declare; 

" Fond Pleasure wakeT esclaUfhfdDesire, 
And Pleasure woke to bless the fair. 

But soon thenymphy in likiktess hMPy 
Dtsire asleep mas do\dfn*d to 'Oiem : 

" Try, Phasufe, try,'^>she cried, " yofur power. 
And wake Desire as he woke you,*^ 

Rmdgirl, thy "player eacceeds all measure; 
Distinct his pr&cincekMh must keep : 

D&sire^Must diU awakSn Pleasure, 
And Pleasure lull Desire to sleep. 

Mrs. O. No#,<tliea, IaA^ Clara ; I see Mr. RivetH 
coming this way. 

Mod. I tt^mUe'td niteet hlm;^I Ibel hdi^ HOj^te* 
4bUy 1 have treated Jiim ; and oiy only €Otttohtti<)n1b^ 
that I felt it before 1 knew how much my ingrtililafde 
bad^cost me. 

Efit4r RtTeM, h.h. 

Mrs. O. {To Ritersy aside.) ti&miiik^ 
iflise :-^gentleness« 

Rio. Oh, never fear. 

Lady €. {iWking 70Uh affected nkrpH^e.) Hti!^ 
Mr. Riv^ I l^o^jm\--{€foss^ to ]Bte<^^.)— My 
dear sir^ I can scarcely tell you how I rejoice to see 
you h^m, for laughing ^at the ridicul(Ris amir oi* ihis 
BMMtiing. 

Riv. Um— Aye I — It was ridiculous enough^ -id %ie 
AJBre! 

o 4 
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.Lady C. Oh, imtnensely I — Well, I never was so 
quizzed iu my lifes 1)111 you must certainly have a 
world of humour ; and, indeed, I only called at your 
house Ibis evening, to tell you—* 

jRiv. My bouse! — Mrs. Ormond's you mean!^ 
Your ladyship forgets : I live at the Three Blue Posts. 

Lady C Ha, ha, ha! — Very true! — ^And Modish 
must pay his r^pects to you at the Three Blue Posts^ 
I suppose ? 

Mio. May I expect so much condescension from 
Mr. Modish ? 

Mod^ Mr. Rivers, I will not aggravate my fault by 
attempting to excuse it.. I am heartily ashamed of 
my behaviour this morning, and see it myself in such 
offensive colpurs, that I cannot hope by any present 
submission to obtain your pardon. 

JRfo. (Crosses to Modish.) Give me your hand, sir. 
The best thing, certainly, is not to commit a £iult ; but 
the next best thing is to be sorry for it when com- 
mitted. 

Mrs. O. True, my dear sir; and therefore suffer 
;ipe to say: a few words for my brother^ ^— I am per- 
suaded — 

. Mod. Emily, you must plead in vain : Lady Clara's 
jmpnidence has been too gross, my ingratitude too 
culpable to — , 

Miv. May be so, George: but you may as well con- 
fine your reproaches to your own breast, since your 
sister has already carried the point for you, and I 
have promised to discharge your debts. 
. Mod. and Lady Cr Dear sir, in what manner — 

(Cross to Mivers.) 

Enter Am'By h.n.'-^She crosses behind^ delivers a 
letter to Mrs. Ormond, and exits^ p.H. 

Eiv. Nay, no thanks ; or, if you needs must pay 
them, offer them to Emily; for, I can tell you, 
George— 

Mrs, O. (After reading her letter,) Good heavens !* 
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IZfo. Emily, what has alarmed you ? — {Crosses to 
Mrs. Ormond.) — You change colour ! 

Mrs, O. Something has happened which — Might I 
request a few moments' private conversation with you ? 

Lfody C. Oh, my dear, well leave you.— (To Md" 
dish.) — Will you come, love ? 

Mod. Come, my life ! — To be sure I will. 
[^Exeunt Modish and Lady Clara^ arm in arm^ iuh. 

Riv. {Looking after them^ and crossing to r.h.) 
Fudffe! — And now, Emily, what dismal tale have you 
to relate ? 

Mrs.O, One, my dear sir, which interests me 
nearly. ' This morning, I owed my rescue from the 
grossest impertinence to an officer, who unluckily was 
indebted for a large sum to the coxcomb by wnom I 
was insulted. This note informs me, that in conse- 
quence of having afforded me his protection, he has 
been arrested^ and is now confined at the suit of Lord 
Listless. 

T Riv^ Confined ! he shall not be so long. Set your 
heart at rest, Emily ; the debt shall be discharged. • 

Mrs.O. My dear sir! — i 

Rro. Psha! dear nonsense ! — And his name — 

Mrs. O. You will be surprised to hear, that niiy 
friend is no otffer than Coloner Beauchamp. 

Riv. (Starting.) Beauchamp! 

Mrs. O. Even he : and his conduct to me this 
morning must convince you, that if he has &ults, he is 
not without virtues : — but 1 hasten with these good tu 
dings to Miss Mandeville. — (Crowes *o r.h.)— Oh, 
Mr. Rivers, believe me, I feel well how trifling a gift 
is the wealth which you heap upon me, compared to 
the advantages which niy son will reap from your ac- 
quaintance : much from your precepts, but more from 
your example. [^^tV, r,h. 

Hiv. My embarrassments increase crcrj hour. — 
Why, why^must Beauchamp have ^ults to none but 
me? — What course shall 1 pursue? — Suppose— yes! 
I'll discharge his debts under a feigned name; and, 
when he's at liberty, challenge him in my own: the 

o 5 



58 JBLJCa AHi> FOpa^ 

first to reward his. merits, the secoad to Bemiige my 
wrongs ! — It shall be 50 ; and, if I fidl to-mori^w^*- 
liien may my poor Zoraydafind heaven more merc^ul 
than she found her fitther !r-May heaven forgive her,^ 
but I never can t [^J^^f h^* 

SCENE lU.—Same as in Act 1. Scene II. wUh the 
addition oflightfid candles. 

Enter Mm. Qhmovjo^ Zobayda, and Momsic, r.ih. 

Mod. N^y, Zorayda, why thb despair ? — Probid>ly 
ere this, the cause of your distress has ceased^ aaa 
Beaucbamp 13 at liberty. 

Mrs. O. Calm your spirits, dearest girl! wbeft 
ev^ thing bids you hope— 

Zor. Hope I— 'mine is fled for ever! My fethe^,. 
madam, my fether ! — I planted his path with thorns ;. 
I should have strewed it with roses : — he warmed ma 
in his bosom; the snake stun^ him to the heart !—-Oh^ 
well may innocence lift her head amidst the storm ;. 
but when with sufferings, comes the consciou^iness of 
their bei^ deserved-*^, tben> iodeied^ they ^e in- 
supportahte I 

AIR.— ^Z0RAT1>A. 

^' AuU Robin Grajf.'"^ 

If winter frownsy ere tong<, again 

Shali lovely spring appear ; 
-The sun m^ set^ but soon again 

His glorious head shall rear : 
Night veils the skiesy but soon shall day 

Once mote illume the plain/ 
But wt^er can a guilti/ heart 

Be soothed to peace again.. , 

Oft, sad is my sotdy 
All my n^Ats are passed in ttats t 
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J think upon myfather^s hottssj 

And aii that home endears : 
Thitik how thai father lov'd me welly 

But all his love was vain ; 
J broke his hearty and never shall 

Mine ozon know peaice again. 

Mrs. O. Poor girl t would to heaven Rivers w,erel 
returned! 
MoA Harkt a carriage stops :-^it must be Mr* 

(Starting from the sofa.) Oh, I fear !— I 

O. You grow pale : retire, my love, and 
I yourself. - 
Tor. But Beaucharop-— 
Mrs. O. As soon as I have learnt the resutt of Rivers's 
absence, I will hasten to let yon know it. 

JZor. And delay not, pray delay not I — Ob, fiitfaer^ 
father ! could you know what I feel at this moment, 
you would own that, great as my faults have been, 
they are equalled bv my sufferings ! \E^it^ m.d. 

Mrs. Q. Poor Zomvdia! Perhaps Mr. Rivers's in- 
tercession may induce her &ther — 

Shrieking J re-enter Zoratda hastUj/ through the 
folding^doors. 

Zor^ Save me, madam I— Oh save me I save me ! . 

Mrs. O. What alarms you?— Save you from, 
whom? 

Zor. My fiither ! Oh, my &ther ! I saw him from 
the window by the flambeau^s light !«— Even now be 
entered the house. 

Mod. and Mrs. O. How ? Your fether ! 

Rio. (JFithout.) 7ery well— I'il go up stairs, (l.h.) 

Zor. Hark! hark! bark! 'Tis his voice, 'tis his. 
voice I — Oh ! where shall I hide me, whither fly to 
avoid his resentment ? 

Mrs. Q. 1 know not what— Yet surelj— Fear 
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nothing, my love; all shall yet be well — ^retire, and 
wait till 1 rejoin you — Brother ! 

Mod. I will take care of her — Come^ dear Zo- 
rayda ! 

'^Zor. I obey; but, oh, how cruel it is to shudder 
at his approach, whose sight is dearer to me than my 
own, and banish myself from kis presence, whose 
emt^ce I would die to obtain ! 

[jBa?ft with Modishy m.d.' 

Mrs* O^ Yes, I must try it; Rivers must have 
h,is daughter again. 

Enter Rivers, l.h. 

Riv. There, Emily, set your heart at rest; your 
champion is free. — But hey! the deuce!— 1 hope 
yoii*ve not met with more impertinent peers and gene- 
rous protectors ! 

Mrs. O. Not exactly ; the cause of my present 
eoidtion rather concerns my former protector, 

Riv. What ! Beauchamp again ? 

Mrs. O. No, the business now regards Beau- 
champ's mistress ; but I find you've made a .terrible 
mistake. The lady you saw here this evening was a 
woman of the very strictest virtue. 

Riv. Zounds! what a blunder! Why, the poor 
creature must have thought me mad, for I proposed 
packing her off to India without ceremony. But 
where, then, is the real Miss Mandeville ? Does she 
not reside with Lady Clara ? 

Mrs. O. She does, and you may now, my dear 
sir, execute the plan which 

Riv. Nay, I've blundered in the outset of it so 
confoundedly, that I wish some other person 

Mrs. O. No one can undertake this business so 
properly as yourself. — I've persuaded her that your 
intercession with her father 

Riv. Mine ? Why, 1 don't know him even by 
sight ! 

Mrs. O. True— but your consequence — your In- 
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dian connexions — in short — see her; talk to her;. 
[ advise her: but be gentle with her^ 1 entreat yoa, 
I And' beware not to heap fresh anguish on a heart, 
I whose wounds are already deep — whose sufferings 

are already exquisite ! . [^Exit^ m.©. 

• Riv. Poor Emily ! She little thinks that the man^, 

i from whose friendship she hopes so much, in a few 

hours will either be expiring himself, or a fugitive 

from England, stained with the blood of Beauchapip ! 

My will, however, secures her in affluence, and after 

that 

i " ' 

JBhter Mbs.Ohmond aiicf Zoratda, veiled^ through 
the folding-doors. 

Rip. But see, she comes with her protegee — Ha ! 
K veiledj I see! 

Mrs, O. (Aside to Zorqyda.) Nay, dearest girl, 
why thus terrified I Doubt it not, all will turn out 
well. 

Zor. (Aside to Mrs. Ormond.) Yea, yes ! 'tis he ! 
— How I tremble at his presence ! 

Mrs. O. In vain have I endeavoured, my dear 
sir^ to convince Miss Ma^deville that she dreads, 
without reason, the severity of your strictures. I 
assure her that you will speak to her 

Riv. Most soothinglv ! most kindly \ Even as a 
&ther would speak to his daughter. . 

Mrs. O. (Eagerly.) Right! exactly right! Re*- 
member your promise— Speak to her as an indulgent 
&ther would to his daughter, his beloved and re- 
pentant daughter. I leave you with her. My dear 
girl-. — 

JZor. (Embracing her.) Oh, Madam! 

(Gets down on r.h.) 

Mrs. 0. {Aside.) Would it were over! Yet what 

should I dread? 1 know well the excellence of bis. 

^ nature ; and hard indeed must that heart be, which 
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can listen unmoved to the pleading of such a peni- 
tent ! [Ki?ft, l«,i>. 

Rio. XAper a pause,) I — ^I — presatne, MIbs Mafn- 
deville^ 700 are aware how diriicftteata^k Mi^. Or- 
inond has imposed on mB.-^CZofrayda 6twto*.)-'-So 
delrcate, in I truth, that no sentiment' co^ld induce my 
undertaking it less strong than gratitude -fw your 
generous intentions tonrards myself, and the interert 
which £mily's account of ^emi at first inspired tile 
mth, and which:your own a)^peaftinee could not fiA 
to increase; 

Zor. (Aside.) Oh, that dear voice! Yet howler* 
rible it sounds ! 

jRiv. I will not dwell upon the worth of public 
opinion, the blessings of self satisfaction, the tor- 
ments of present shame and of future remorse ; I 
know full well how light these considerations weigh 

Sainstlove, when a young band holds the balance, 
iss Mandeville, I will speak of your ftlher-^^tvill . 
explain how heavy isa fethef^ curse-^will paint how 
dreadful is a fathei^'a anguish l^^Well can I describe 
that anguish ! I have felt it, feel it still ! I once had 
a dai^hter-^ 1 

Zor. (Aside.) His vcioe ialtets ! 

Mio. This daugfater^Oh ! how I loved h^r, w<krds 
cannot say, thought caimot measure i^^Thts dauglUjer 
sacrificed me for a villain, fled from my patettial 
roof, and — her 4^bt has broken my beart^faer ia<» 
gratitude basdug my gravel 

Zor. (Aside.) HoW Isirffer! Oh, my heart! 

Miv. (Reeatering bim^lf.) Young 4kdy, my 
daughter's seducer was Beauchunp ! He has deserted 
her; so, ^doubt it iK>t^ will he desertyoa. My 0x* 
ecration is upon hert Oh! let not your fither'e -^ 
upon you as heavy. Haste to him ere it be too4atel 
Wait not till bis resentment becomes rooted-^ill his 
resolve ^becomes immutable — ^till he sheds such burn- 
ing tears as I now shed-^till he suffers such bitter 
pangs as I now suffer ^tiU he burses as I voit 
cnne^ — ^ 
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Zotb (Thrdwing aside herveil^ and swkmg on her 
knees,) Spare me ! spare me ! 
'lUv. Zorayda! — (After a pause.) — ^Away! 
Zor. Pardon! pardon! 

Riv. Leave me, girl ! (Crosses to a.H.) 

jSot. While I have life, never again ! Never.; no, 
not even though you still frown on me ! Nay, strag- 
gle not! — Father, I am a poor desperate distracted 
creatare ! Still shall my lip, till sealed by death, cry 
to you for mercy — still will I thus clasp my fethet's 
hand, till he cats off mine, or else forgives me I 
Sivi Zorayda I Girl ! — Hence, tbolish tears ! 
^ Zor. I hope not for kindness, I sue but for pardon 
—I- ask not to live happy in your Jove, I plead but to 
die soothed by your forgiveness. — Still loath my fimlt, 
p frown on me still, ^h me on the earth, trample me 
[ in the dost, kill me — ^but forgive me ! 

iffi). Her voice — ^her tears— 1 can support them no 
'^Jonger. 

(Breaks from her^ crosses to l.h. and hastens 
to thexoing.) 
Zor. (Wringing her hands in despair ») He goes I 
he leaves me! cruel! cruel !--Oh! were my mother 
but alive ! 

JRh. (Starting.) Her mother ! 
Zor. Ah! he stops. She lives then ! lives still in 
his heart! — Oh! plead thou for me, sainted spirit! 
plead thou too, in former sorrows my greatest com- 
fort, in present sufferings my only hope ! — (Taking 
a picture from her 6o50mO— 'Look on it, my father } 
'tis the portrait of your wife, of your adored Zo- 
rayda! — *Tis she who thus sinks at your feet — 'tis 
she who now cries to you. Pardon your erring, your 
repentant child! — Father, I stand on the brink of 
min : already the ground gives way beneath my feet ! 
-—Save me ! Father, save me ! If not for my sake^ if 
not for your own, oh father, %ther ! save me for my 
mother's sake ! 

Mio. (Looking altemately at the portrait and 
her.) Zorayda — ^Zorayda ! — My child ! my child ! 

(Sinks upon her bosom.) 
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filler Modish, Ladt Claba, and Mrs. Oamond^ 
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Mod. He yields, and we triumph* 

Rio. (Recovering himself.) Yet mark me, Zo- | 
rayda — Beauchamp — i 

Zor. Alas! 
^ Riv, Never must you meet again ; to-morrow 
either sees him stained with my blood, or this hstnd ^ 
must — (All the ladies go up the stage.) \ 

Enter Bbauchahp and Walsingham, L.U. ^ 

Mod. How I Beauchamp l ^ 

Riv. Astonishment \ — ( 2 o Zorayda , sternly.) — j 
Follow me ! i 

Beau. Stay, Mr. Rivers ; hear me for oite mo- 1 
ment. 

Riv. Hear you ? Amazing confidence ! — Whi^ I 
hear you extenuate your crime I hear you say that — 

Beau. That I am guilty, that great have been my 
faults, great Zorayda's injuries— yet, if suffered to 
repair them 

Riv. Repair them I and your wife — ^ 

Beau. Her death has been long reported ; and this j 
letter, just received, ascertains the fact. Then re- 3 
fleet one moment ; my punishment would be Zo^ 
i^yda's — ^Zbrayda's fate is interwoven with mine. Be 
this my plea, when thus I kneel be^re you, oh let 
me expiate my faults to your daughter and yourself, 
by affection for her as my wife, and unremitting at- 
tention to you as her father* 

Riv. (Hesitating.) I know not — I ought not — 
' Mrs. O. Dear sir, if my entreaties — 

Weds. If my advice — 

Zor. (Embracing him.) Dear, dear father I 

AIL Pardon I pardon ! 

Riv. I am vanquished ! Rise, rise, my son, and re- 
ceive firomme'Zorayda. 
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RICH AND POOR* 
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Beau. My fiither ! 

2or. My dear father ! 
r ' J?i©. My darling, my delight 1 sweet, oh! sweet 
r are a father's tears shed on the bosom of a repentant 
child ! Hear this, ye flinty hearted ; hear it, and 
, pardon! '' 



DisppsUion of the Characters when the Curtain falie. 




CURTAIN. 



L.H. 



From the Pipes^of W. Oxbeny, 
8, WUite<^hart Yard. 
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f 



1 



